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THE LETTERS 


OF 

HORACE WALPOLE 

1115. To SiE Hobace Mank. 

Arlington Street, May 22,1766. 

At last, my dear Sir, I begin to see dayligbt: the present 
ministry, 1 think now, will stand. Mr. Pitt missed his 
opportunity, and pushed his haughtiness a little too far, and 
I believe is grievously disappointed. Nothing was more 
plain than his eagerness to return to power, but he took it 
upon too high a style, and miscarried. The court did not 
wish for a master, nor many of the ministers for a dictator; 
yet he Was courted by the latter to the last. He would not 
vouchsafe to treat but personally with the King, who would 
not send for him a third time. He then veered towards his 
kin, and having laid out all his dignity with the ministers, 
was condescending enough towards the Grenvilles. Lord 
Temple met him halfway, but George Grenville’s wounds 
were too fresh to close so soon, and he took the counter¬ 
part of Pitt; for having repeated the most abject advances 
to Bute, he indemnified his pride by holding off from Pitt, 
and so both are left in the lurch, and both have taken to 
the last quieting draught of disappointed ambition, the 
country. The Duke of Grafton has sacrificed himself to 
Pitt’s pride, and has resigned the Seals, which are given to 
the Duke of Richmond, who kisses hands to-morrow^. Lord 
Rochford, I think, wHl go to Paris 

Lxtteb 1115.—1 As Secretary of State for tlie Southern Province. 

^ As Ambassador. 
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To Sir Horace Mann 


The promotion of the Duke of Richmond pleas 
extremely; it makes an united administration, 
little prudence and management may make it a pern 
one. 

Luckily for us, it has been a time when we could 
to play the fool. France has neither heads, general 
money, and Spain has got its hands full; and we ha 
rid of our enemies there, the French and Italian mini;s 

As I love big politics, I am waiting with impatien 
more news of Prince Heraclius who, we are told, is ( 
high road to Constantinople. When he has pulled 
the Mufti, pray fetch him to burn old Mother Babyh 
a witch. You know I have always sighed for thurul 
revolutions, but have been forced to piddle with chani 
ministers. Oh, but we have discovered a race of gi 
Captain Byron has found a nation of Brobdignags o 
coast of Patagonia; the inhabitants on foot taller tlui 
and his men on horseback. I don’t indeed know ho 
and his sailors came to be riding in the South Seas, 
ever, it is a terrible blow to the Irish, for I suppose al 
dowagers now will be for marrying Patagonians. Somov 
else, too,—but I am a sad geographer—there is a pel 
country discovered in those seas. They must be barbi 
indeed if they exceed London and Paris I Have you 1 
of Lally’s** tragedy; that they gagged him lest ho si 
choke himself with his own tongue, which is not the oi 
sort of self-murder in the world, and that the mob cla 
their hands for joy during the execution? When a m 
has behaved cowardly, they always think to repair i 
cruelty ;~so poor Byng was murdered—and now this 3 
who was a tyrant, but certainly not guilty to his com 


^ Prince of Georgia. 

* He had jnst come back from 3iis 
voyage roand the world. 


® He was beheaded on Ma 
1766. 


1766] To George Montagu 3 

I know our people always accused him of breaking his word 
with us to serve the cause of Prance. 

If it is too soon to conduct Prince Heraclius to Rome, 
and you have quite annihilated the Pretender, and have 
nothing else to do, I wish you would think for me of the 
other volumes of Herculaneum, Mount Vesuvius seems 
out of humour, and may destroy all the copies. When you 
have an opportunity too, pray send me home my letters; 
I have not had a parcel a great while. 

We have no news of any kind but these dregs of politics. 
The town empties, and will be deserted after the Birthday. 
I shall soon settle at Strawberry for the summer, which 
is not begun yet, from a succession of rains and east winds ; 
and as I have no disappointed ambition, I don't choose to 
retreat from one fireside to another. Adieu ! 

1116. To Gteoeo-e Montagu. 

strawberry Hill, May 26, 1766. 

When the weather will please to be in a little better 
temper, I will call upon you to perform your promise ; but 
I cannot in conscience invite you to a fireside. The 
Guerchys and French dined here last Monday, and it rained 
so that we could no more walk in the garden than IToah 
could. I came again to-day, but shall return to town 
to-morrow, as I hate to have no sun in May, but what 
I can make with a peck of coals, 

I know no news, but that the Duke of Richmond is 
Secretary of State, and that your cousin North has refused 
the Vice-Treasurer of Ireland. It cost him bitter pangs, 
not to preserve his virtue, but his vicious connections. He 
goggled his eyes, and groped in his money-pocket; more 
than half consented; nay, so much more, that when he 
got home he wrote an excuse to Lord Rockingham, which 
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4 To George Montagu 

made it plain that he thought he had accepted. As n 
was dipped deeper in the warrants and prosecuti< 
Wilkes, there is no condoling with the ministers on m 
so foul a bargain. They are only to be pitied, that 
can purchase nothing but damaged goods. 

So, my Lord Grandison is dead! Does the Gei 
inherit much? 

Have you heard the great loss the Church of En 
has had? It is not avowed, but hear the evidence 
judge. On Sunday last, George Selwyn was str 
home to dinner at half an hour after four. He sa'^ 
Lady Townshend*s coach stop at Caraccioli’s chapel, 
watched, saw her go in ; her footman laughed ; he foil 
She went up to the altar ; a woman brought her a cus 
she knelt, crossed herself, and prayed. He stole up 
knelt by her. Conceive her face, if you can, whei 
turned and found his close to her! In his most de 
voice, he said, ‘ Pray, Madam, how long has your Lad 
left the pale of our church ? ’ She looked furies, and 
no answer. Next day he went to her, and she turned 
upon curiosity—^but is anything more natural? He 
certainly means to go armed with every viaticum 
Church of England in one hand, Methodism in t^othe] 
the Host in her mouth. 

Have you ranged your forest, and seen your lodge 
self? I could almost wish it may not answer, and 
you may cast an eye towards our neighbourhood. My 
Shelburn* has taken a house here, and it has pro* 
a Ion mot from Mrs. Clive, You know my Lady Si 
is deaf, and I have talked much of a charming old pj 

LEPTEa 1116.—*1 John Fitzgerald, 2 |j[ary (d. 1780), daughter c 
&cBt Earl Grandison. His only snr- William Fitzmanrice, of Galh 
viving child married, as her second Kerry; m. (1734) John J?ett; 
husband, Montagu’s brother, General Earl of Shelburne, who died b 
Charles Montagu. 


1766] To Sir Jfforace Mann 6 

I have at Paris, who is Uind ^—said the Clive, ^if 
the new Countess is but lame, I shall have no chance of ever 
seeing you.’ Goodnight! Yours ever, 

H. Walpole. 

1117. To Sis Horace Mann. 

strawberry Hill, June 9, 1766. 

The session of Parliament has at last ended, and the 
ministry have a lease of five or six months longer. This is 
the most one can depend upon, notwithstanding my views 
were so sanguine in my last; but their heads not being 
quite so well ballasted as their hearts, it is difficult to say 
how long they will swim. Your friend, the whitest of 
our white princes \ was very nearly oversetting their bark 
as it was making land. He had obtained a promise from 
his brother and Lord Eockingham of a Parliamentary 
settlement on him and his younger brothers, which would 
have raised their appanages to 20,0001 a year each. It 
was neglected till the last days of the session; when Mr. 
Conway, who had not been made acquainted, objected to 
so considerable a donation being hurried through the 
remnant of a thin House, especially as it was universally 
disapproved, the ministers having the good fortune to have 
most people agree with them on all points against the 
opposition, of which this Eoyal Highness is a chief. The 
ministers gave in to Mr. Conway’s opinion; the Duke 
insisted, but at last the King consented that it should be 
postponed till next year, after recommending it to the 
House, with the demand for his sister’s fortune, the future 
Queen of Denmark. If you have your royal visitor again 
this summer, you must expect to hear Mr. Conway much 

8 Madame du Deffand. 

Lbttkr 1117.—1 The Duke of York. Walpole. 
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To Sir Horace Mann 


reproached. I will dispense with your bearing it ps 
if it procures you the red riband. As stability is 
property of ministerial tenures at present, be alwa^ 
your guard what you write to me, for your letters n 
new faces at the post office before I have time to 
you for them. 

The Great Commoner’^ is exceedingly out of humc 
having duped himself, taxes the ministers with perf 
who would never connect with them in or out, an 
having proscribed half of them, would not voucl 
treat with the rest. The people who think eve 
right that he does, or does not, and who, as oftei 
changes his mind backwards and forwards, think thi 
too, take all the pains they can to indulge his pric 
has been at Bath ; they stood up all the time he wai 
Eooms, and while he drank his glass of water; t 
man in Somersetshire said to him as he passed 1 
a crowd, ‘ I hope your Majesty^s health is better! ’ 
glad,—no, I don't know whether I am not sorry, 
is not at Quito where they have insisted on crown 
of their fellow subjects King of Peru. 'Tis a lucl 
lution for us, and would have pleased me entirely 
had chosen a Peruvian. However, the poor Pc 
must have some conafort in seeing their tyrants 
themselves. 

We have a Eussian Garrick^ here, the head < 
theatre, and, like Shakespeare, both actor and auth 
has translated Hamlet, and it has been acted at Petei 
I could wish the parallel were carried still farther, t 
after this play acted before the Empress Gertm 
assassin of her husband, she were to end like I 
mother. 

2 A common plirase for Mr. Ktt. * Alexander Sumaroko 
WcUpoU, 1777). 

8 The Spanish capital of Peru. 
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1766] To George Montagu 

The K i ng and Queen have been here this week to see 
my castle, and stayed two hours. I was gone to London 
but a quarter of an hour before. They were exceedingly 
pleased with it, and the Queen so much that she said she 
would come again. I do wish, my dear Sir, you could 
once see it! It would to me be the most pleasing inter¬ 
ruption that could happen to our correspondence. Adieu I 

1118. To Gteoege Montagu. 

Strawberry Hill, June 20, 1766. 

I don’t know when I shall see you, but therefore must 
not I write to you ? yet I have as little to say as may be. 
I could cry through a whole page over the bad weather. 
I have but a lock of hay, you know, and I cannot get it 
dry, unless I bring it to the fire. I would give half a crown 
for a pennyworth of sum It is abominable to be ruined 
in coals in the middle of June. 

What pleasure you have to come! there is a new thing 
published, that will make you bepiss your cheeks with 
laughing. It is called the New Bath Guide \ It stole into 
the world, and for a fortnight no soul looked into it, con¬ 
cluding its name was its true name. No such thing. It 
is a set of letters in verse, in all kind of verses, describing 
the life at Bath, and incidentally everything else—but 
so much wit, so much humour, fun, poetry, so much 
originality, never met together before. Then the man has 
a better ear than Dryden or Handel. Apropos to Bryden, 
he has burlesqued his St Cecilia^ that you will never 
read it again without laughing. There is a description 
of a milliner’s box in all the terms of landscape, painted 
lawns and chequered shades, a Moravian ode, and a Methodist 
ditty, that are incomparable, and the best names that ever 
Ljcttbk 1118.—By CJhxistoplier Anstey (1724-1806). 
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To George Montagu 

were composed. I can say it by heart, thougli a <][ 
and if I bad time would write it you down, for it i 
yet reprinted, and not one to be bad. 

There are two new volumes, too, of Swift’s Corr< 
dence, that will not amuse you less in another way, t] 
abominable, for there are letters of twenty persons 
alive. Fifty of Lady Betty Germain, one^ that doe 
great honour, in which she defends her friend my 
Suffolk, with all the spirit in the world, against that 
who hated everybody that he hoped would get him a j 
and did not. There is one to his Miss Yanhomrigh, 
which I think it plain he lay with her, notwithstandu 
supposed incapacity, yet not doing much honour tc 
capacity, for he says he can drink coffee but once a 
and I think you will see very clearly what he mea: 
coffee. His own journal sent to Stella during the for 
years of the Queen is a fund of entertainment. Yoi 
see his insolence in full colours, and, at the same 
how daily vain he was of being noticed by the mir 
he affected to treat arrogantly. His panic at the Mo 
is comical; but what strikes one, is bringing before 
eyes the incidents of a curious period. He goes t 
rehearsal of Goto, and says the drab that acted 
daughter could not say her part. This was only 
Oldfield. I was saying before George Selwyn, thal 
journal put me in mind of the present time; there wi 
same indecision, irresolution, and want of system 
I added, ‘ There is nothing new under the sun.’—^ Ho 
Selwyn, ‘ nor under the grandson.’ 

My Lord Chesterfield has done me much honour: h 
Mrs. Anne Pitt that he would subscribe to any p 
I should lay down. When she repeated this to me, I 
^ Pray tell him I have laid down politics. ’ 

2 The letter dated Feb. 8, 1731. 
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1766] To Lady Servey 

I am got into puns, and will tell you an excellent one of 
the King of France, though it does not spell any better 
than Selwyn’s. You must have heard of Count Lauragais, 
and his horse-race, and his q[uacking his horse till he killed 
it. At his return the King asked him what he had been 
doing in England? ‘Sire, j’ai appris h pmser’—‘Des 
chevaux ? ’ replied the Eang. 

Good night! I am tired, and going to bed. Yours ever, 

H. W. 

1119. To Lady Heevey. 

Strawberry Hill, June 28, 1766. 

It is consonant to your Ladyship’s long experienced 
goodness, to remove my error as soon as you could. In 
fact, the same post that brought Madame d’Aiguillon’s letter 
to you, brought me a confession from Madame du Deffand 
of her guilt. I am not the less obliged to your Ladyship 
for informing against the true criminal. It is well for me, 
however, that I hesitated, and did not, as Monsieur de 
Guerchy pressed me to do, constitute myseK prisoner. 
What a ridiculous vain-glorious figure I should have made 
at Versailles with a laboured letter and my present! I still 
shudder when I think of it, and have scolded Madame du 
Deffand black and blue. However, I feel very comfortable; 
and though it will be imputed to my own vanity, that 
I showed the box as Madame de Choiseul’s present, I resign 
the glory, and submit to the shame with great satisfaction. 
I have no pain in receiving this present from Madame du 
Deffand, and must own have great pleasure that nobody 
but she could write that most charming of all letters ^ 

L-bttke 1119,—1 A letter written de S§vign4, and on tlie bottom with 
by Madame dn Deffand in the name the cipher of Eabntin and S^vign4 
of Madame de S4vign4, and accom- in marcasites. Horace Walpole at 
panyin^ a snnff-box ornamented on first thought that the box and letter 
the top with a miniature of Madame came from the Dnchesse de Choisetd. 
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Did not Lord Chesterfield think it so, Madam ? I doubt 
our friend Mr. Hume must allow that not only Madame de 
Boufflers, but Voltaire himself, could not have written so 
well. When I give up Madame de S6vign6 herself, I think 
his sacrifices will be trifling. 

Pray, Madam, continue your waters; and, if possible, 
wash away that original sin, the gout. What would one 
give for a little rainbow to tell one, one should never have 
it again! Well, but then one should have a burning fever— 
for I think the greatest comfort that good-natured divines 
give us is, that we are not to be drowned any more, in order 
that we may be burnt. It will not at least be this summer ; 
here is nothing but haycocks swimming round me. If it 
should cease raining by Monday se’nnight, I think of dining 
with your Ladyship at Old Windsor; and if Mr. Bateman 
presses me mightily, I may take a bed there. 

As I have a waste of paper before me, and nothing more 
to say, I have a mind to fill it with a translation of a tale 
that I found lately in the Bktionmire d'Anecdotes^ taken 
from a German author. The novelty of it struck me, and 


The letter ran as foUows:— 

* Des champs Elis6es. 

(Point de sncoession de terns; 
point de date.) 

Je connois votre foUe passion pour 
moi; votre enthonsiasme pour mes 
lettres, votre v6n6ration pour les 
lienx qne j’ai habitus; J’ai appris le 
cnlte qne vons m’y avez rendu : j’en 
suis si p6n6tr6e, que j’ai soUicit6 et 
obtenu la permission de mes Sou- 
verains de vous venir trouver pour 
ne vous quitter jamais. J’abandonne 
sans regret ces lieux fortunes; je 
yotw pr6f6re k tons ses habitans: 
jouissez du plaisir de me voir; ne 
vous plaignez point que ce ne soit 
qu’en peinture; c’est la seule exist¬ 
ence que puissent avoir les ombres. 
J’ai 6t6 maitresse de choisir I’^ge oh 
je voulois reparaitre; j’ai pris celuy 
de vingt-cinq ans pour m’assurer 


d’§tre toujours pour vous un objet 
agr6able. Ne oraignez aucun change- 
ment; c’est un singulier avantage 
des ombres; quoique 16g6res, eUes 
sent immuables. J’ai pris la plus 
petite figure qu’il m’a 6t6 possible, 
pour n’Ctre jamais s6par4e de vous. 
Je veux vous accompagner partout, 
sur terre, sur mer, k la ville, aux 
champs ; mais ce que j’exige de vous, 
c’est de me mener incessamment en 
France, de me faire revoir ma patrie, 
la ville de Paris, et de choisir pour 
votre habitation le fauxbourg St. 
G-ermain; c’6toit 1& qu’habitoient 
mes meilleures amies, e’est le s6jour 
des v6tres ; vous me ferez faire con- 
noissance avec eUes; je serai bien 
aise de juger si elles sent digues de 
vous, et d’etre les rivales de 

Eabdtin Dffi SiviGui:.’ 
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1766] To Lady JServey 

I put it into verse—ill enough; hut, as the old Duchess of 
Eutland used to say of a lie, it will do for news into the 
country. 

‘From Time’s usurping power, I see, 

Not Acheron itself is free. 

His wasting hand my subjects feel, 

Grow old, and wrinlde though in Hell. 

Decrepit is Alecto grown, 

Megaera worn to skin and bone, 

And t’other beldam is so old. 

She has not spirits left to scold. 

Go, Hermes, bid my brother Jove 
Send three new Furies from above.’ 

To Mercury thus Pluto said; 

The winged deity obey’d. 

It was about the self-same season 
That Juno, with as little reason, 

Eung for her Abigail; and, you know, 

Iris is chambermaid to Juno. 

‘Iris, d’ye hear? Mind what I say; 

I want three maids—inquire—no, stay! 

Three virgins—yes, unspotted all; 

No characters equivocal 

Go find me three, whose manners pure 

Can Envy’s sharpest tooth endure.* 

The goddess curtsey’d, and retir’d; 

From London to Pekin inquir’d; 

Search’d huts and palaces—in vain; 

And tir’d, to Heaven came back again. 

‘ Alone ! are you return’d alone ? 

How wicked must the world be grown! 

What has my profligate been doing? 

On earth has he been spreading ruin? 

Come, tell me all.’—Fair Iris sigh’d, 

And thus disconsolate replied:— 

‘’Tis true, O Queen! three maids I found— 

The like are not on Christian ground— 

So chaste, severe, immaculate. 

The very name of man they hate: 

These—but, alas! I came too late; 
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To George Montagu 

For Hermes had been there before— 

In triumph off to Pluto bore 
Three sisters, whom yourself would own 
The true supports of Virtue’s throne.’ 

‘ To Pluto!—Mercy! ’ cried the Queen, 

‘What can my brother Pluto mean? 

Poor man! he doats, or mad he sure is! 

What can he want them for?’—‘Three Furies.’ 

You will say I am an infernal poet; but everybody cannot 
write as they do aux Champs JSlysees, Adieu, Madam! 

Yours most faithfully, 

Hor. Walpole. 


1120. To Georoe Montag-u. 

Arlington Street, July 10, 1766. 

Don’t you think a complete year enough for any adminis¬ 
tration to last? One^, who at least can remove them, 
though he cannot make them, thinks so; and, accordingly, 
yesterday notified that he had sent for Mr. Pitt. Not a jot 
more is known; but as this set is sacrificed to their resolu¬ 
tion of having nothing to do with Lord Bute, the new list 
will probably not be composed of such hostile ingredients. 
The arrangement I believe settled in the outlines—if it is 
not, it may still never take place: it will not be the first 
time this egg has been addled. One is very sure that many 
people, on all sides, will be displeased, and I think no side 
quite contented. Your cousins, the house of Yorke, Lord 
George Sackville, Newcastle, and Lord Eockingham, will 
certainly not be of the elect. What Lord Temple will do, 
or if anything will be done for George Grenville, are great 
points of curiosity. The plan will probably be, to pick and 
cull from all quarters, and break all parties, as much as 
possible. From this moment I date the wane of Mr. Pitt’s 
Lkttbb 1120.—George III. 



13 


1766] To the Countess of Suffolk 

glory; he will want the thorough-bass of drums and trumpets, 
and is not made for peace. The dismission of a most popular 
administration, a leaven of Bute, whom, too, he can never 
trust, and the numbers he will discontent, will be consider¬ 
able objects against him. 

For my own part, I am much pleased, and much more 
diverted. I have nothing to do but to sit by and laugh, 
a humour you know I am apt to indulge. You shall hear 
from me again soon. 

Yours ever, 

Hor. Walpole. 

1121. To THE Countess of Suffolk. 

Thursday, July 10, 1766. 

Yesterday the administration’s year was completed, and 
yesterday the administration ended. His Majesty declared 
to them that he had sent for Mr. Pitt. Nothing more is 
known, nor will be till his arrival The event itself is but 
little known yet in town: the succeeding days will be a little 
more busy, and your Ladyship may guess what curiosity 
and expectation will be raised till the list appears. I knew 
yesterday that something was ready to burst out, as I believe 
your Ladyship perceived, though I could not tell what. If 
Mr. Pitt does not arrive by Saturday, I shall be at Twicken¬ 
ham that day, and will see you in the evening. If he does 
I cannot be so unfashionable as to quit the town, when 
everybody will be coming to it, though I have nothing else 
to do than to amuse myself, except being very glad, for 
reasons I will tell you. 

Your most obedient 

Hor. Walpole. 
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that? Will it please the nation to see him sacrifice a most 
popular administration to the favourite, who fall, because 
they withstood the favourite ? Truly, I do not yet know ; 
but one thing I do know, that Mr. Pitt must disoblige so 
many more than he can content, that by this day twelve- 
month I may probably send you another revolution. 

As to you, my dear Sir, I am not apprehensive for you. 
This is not one of those state-quakes that reach to foreign 
ministers. Mr. Pitt is not a man of vengeance; nor, were 
he, could he have any animosity to you. Had the former 
ministry returned I would not have warranted you; the 
favour you received from Mr. Conway may have been noted 
down in their black book, and the red riband would have 
added another dash. In all cases you had better not say 
much in answer to this. The new plan may blow up before 
it takes place, and what might succeed it is impossible to 
guess. I will write to you again as soon as anything is 
settled, or if the machine falls to pieces in the erection. 

You will soon see at Florence the son® of Madame de 
BoufOiers, to whom I have been desired to give a letter. As 
I conclude the new French minister who is much connected 
with his mother, will be at Florence before his arrival, he 
will not have great occasion for your civilities. However, 
for once I will beg you rather to exceed in them, for 
particular reasons. His mother is the mistress, and very 
desirous of being the wife, of the Prince of Conti. She is 
a samntej pJiilosqphe, author, tel e^it, what you please, and 
has been twice in England, where she has some great 
admirers. She was very civil to me at Paris, and at the 
same time very unpleasant, for being a protectress of 
Eousseau, she was extremely angry, and made the Prince 
of Conti so, at the letter I wrote to him in the name of the 

5 TTie Comte de Boufflers-Konvel, « Monsieur de Barbantane. Wal- 
See the foUomng letter. pole. 
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1766] 

King of Prussia. It was made up, but I believe not at 
all forgiven, for it is unpardonable to be too quick-sighted, 
and to detect anybody’s idoL Eousseau has answered all 
I thought and said of him, by a most weak and passionate 
answer to my letter, which showed I had touched his true 
sore; and since, by the most abominable and ungrateful 
abuse of Mr. Hume, the second idol of Madame de Boufflers, 
to whom she had consigned the first. This new behaviour 
of Kousseau will not justify me in her eyes, because it 
makes me more in the right; therefore I should wish, as 
the only proper return to a woman, to be of use to her son. 
You answer any bills I draw on you so readily, my dear 
Sir, that I need say no more—indeed I have not time; 
therefore adieu! 

1123. To SiE Hoeaoe 

Arlington Street, July 11, 1766. 

The Comte de Boufflers, who does me the honour of 
carrying this letter, is the gentleman for whom I have 
already told you I interest myself so much. His birth and 
his rank, added to the uncommon merit and talents of the 
Countess, his mother, will everywhere procure him the 
proper distinctions. If Madame de Boufflers has done me 
the honour of asking what she is pleased to call a recom¬ 
mendatory letter of her son to you, you may be sure I had 
not the vanity of accepting such an honour with any other 
view than to procure you so agreeable an acquaintance. 
You are too just to merit of all nations to estimate it by 
countries; and yet if you can find a way of being more civil 
than ordinary, I must beg that art may be employed for the 
amusement and service of Monsieur de Boufflers while he is 
at Florence. Madame de Boufflers has done so much honour 
to England and Englishmen, that you will be a very bad 

c , 
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18 To the Marquise du Deffand [i766 

representative of both if you do not endeavour to pay some 
of our debts to her son. Adieu! my dear Sir. 

1124 To THE Maequise bu Defeand. 

[16 Juillet, 1766.] 

... Mr. Hume qui s’est 6puis4 en bont4 pour Eousseau, 
avait sollicite M. Conway de procurer une pension du Koi 
pour lui, Le Koi en accordait une de cent livres sterling, 
ynaia vu les h4r4sies de Kousseau, Sa Majesty souhaitait 
qu’on en gardat le secret. Mr. Hume en fait Fouverture 
h son proteg4; Kousseau re 9 oit avec beaucoup de recon¬ 
naissance cette gr^ce du Koi, mais demande permission 
d’4crire a Milord Mar4chal pour obtenir son consentement, 
ce seigneur lui ayant n4goci4 une pareille grace aupr4s du 
Eoi de Prusse, dont Kousseau n'avait pas voulu. 

L’affaire traine en longueur; Mr. Hume ne re 9 oit plus 
de lettres de J ean Jacques; il lui 4crit pour le presser de 
donner r4ponse h Foffre du ministre. Au lieu de r4pondre 
a son ami il ecrit k Mr. Conway la lettre du monde la moins 
intelligible, la plus myst4rieuse, et qui marquait un des- 
espoir, une amertume—enfin on croyait qull allait se pendre; 
sa tete, son ame, ses nerfs, disait-il, 4taient trop troubles 
pour permettre qu’il prit une resolution formelle; quelque 
chose lui 4tait arrive auquel un honnete homme ne devait 
pas s'attendre. Je disais k Mr. Hume, ^C’est moi assure- 
ment qu’il designs, il sait mes liaisons avec Mr. Conway.^ 
Enfin nous nous donnions la torture pour percer ce mystere; 
mais ce qui etait plaisant, le meme ordinaire, Mx. Hume 
re 9 oit une lettre de M. Davenport, Fh6te de Eousseau, qui 
lui marque que jamais il n’avait vu Kousseau plus gai et 

Lettbe 1124.—Kot in C.; now first Deffand’s secretary) in possession of 
printed from the transcript (in the Mr. W. R, Parker-Jervis. 
handwriting.of Wiart, Madame du 
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plus enjou^ Mr. Hume, h, la soUicitation de M. Conway, 
presse le personnage de se decider, et en m4me temps me 
fait sentir que ce pourrait bien ^tre la condition du secret 
qui aurait revolts cette ame trop sensible et delicate; et me 
conjure de faire dter cette stipulation; je m^ rends, et 
d’autant plus volontiers que Tayant bless^ je voulais lui 
rendre des services essentiels. Je pousse Mr. Conway, et 
il me promet de faire des tentatives aupr^s du Koi pour 
que la pension soit publique. 

Pendant que le ministre 6pie un moment favorable, void 
une nouvelle lettre de Rousseau h M, Hume ou il Taccable 
d’injures, Tappelle le plus noir des hommes, Tassure qu’il 
le connait, et qu’il est persuade que Mr. Hume ne I’a train6 
en Angleterre que pour le dishonorer, toujours sans assignor 
la moindre raison, sans avirer Tombre d’un fait. Enfin il 
rompt tout commerce avec ce trop tendre ami. Le pauvre 
M. Hume est au disespoir, il craint un eclat, il ne veut pas 
etre le thime d’une querelle Htteraire. H me dit qu’il veut 
encore tacher d’adoucir cette b@te firoce, et qu’il veut le 
prier tris doucement de lui assignor les raisons de cette 
conduite bizarre et indigne. ^ Oh! pour les politesses,’ je 
crie, ^passe; ne ripondez pas aux injures; mais, mon bon 
ami, ne soyez pas trop doux s’il vous plait, soyez ferme; 
demandez-lui hautement les motifs de ce procidi abominable; 
car comptez que si vous le souffrez il publiera que vous 
avez souscrit a votre propre condamnation.’ Mr. Hume me 
remercie, se rend h, mon avis, icrit comme il fallait une 
lettre modiriemais tris dicidie, et somme Rousseau d’alliguer 
des faits, faute d’itre pris pour un calomniateur atroce. En 
mime temps il envoie le duplicata de cette lettre,^ Mr. 
Davenport, en le conjurant de presser Jean Jacques a y 
ripondre. L’affliction, le trouble, le disespoir revieiment 
sur la seine, les nerfs sent attaquis, on a le plus mauvais 
visage du .monde, et pour cette fois-ci Mr. Davenport ne. 
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mande pas que le triste philosophe est on ne pent plus gai. 
II promet de satisfaire k son devoir et d’expliquer sa con- 
duite. Six ordinaires passent sans qu"on entend parler de 
lui; enfin avant hier une brochure manuscrite de dix-sept 
grandes pages in-folio d’6criture tr^s petite! Mais comment 
vous rendre compte de ce qu’elle contenait ? Pes mis^res, 
des pu^rilit^s, des petits soup^ons, des mensonges, de la 
vanite, des m4chancet4s, des injures, c’est peu dire, Tingrati- 
tude la plus outr4e n’a jamais jou6 un pared role; faute de 
faits il impute h M. Hume jusqu’k ses regards ; quand il n"a 
pas re 9 u de r^ponse aux lettres qu’il a 4crites h ses amis, 
c’est k M. Hume qu’il Timpute; il va jusqu’^ lui dire qu’il 
ne lui a jamais rendu des services essentiels, qu’il lui a 
detourne des amis, et que sans M. Hume son accueil en 
Angleterre aurait 4t4 de beaucoup plus favorable. Passant 
toujours en outre, il rappelle k ce pauvre homme toutes les 
fois que lui Rousseau lui a manqu4, c’est k dire en ne 
faisant pas de reponses k ses lettres, mais en s’adressant 
k d’autres etc. 

Il d4signe toutes ces circonstances par ces mots jpremier 
soufflet sur la joue de man patron ; second soufflet sfu/r la joue de 
mon patron, Il Taccuse de basses flagorneries k son 4gard, 
et en m4me temps de ne lui avoir pas marqu4 assez de 
tendresse. Il lui reproche d’avoir toujours eu sur sa table 
un volume de La Nouvelle Heloise sans 4tre capable du senti¬ 
ment qui devrait le lui faire goliter; mais passons aux 
articles capitaux dont tout le reste n’est que T^manation. 

Il se plaint piteusement de ce que quelques semaines apr4s 
son arrivee, Fempressement du public k son 4gard se ralen- 
tissait! Ha, voil^ le noeud de Fintrigue I Quand la 
curiosity du public 4tait satisfaite, quand on Favait vu dans 
son habit arm4nien, quand on Favait regards comme on 
regarde un dromadaire, voil^ qui etait fini. Il ne peut pas 
supporter cet oubli. On Fattaque dans les papiers publics; 
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sans doute I est-ce que nous n’ayons pas des pretres et des 
cabales comme il y en a partout ? Mais ce qui est plaisant, 
il en accuse Mr. Hume, lui qui pour les pretres est encore 
plus gros lier^tique que Eousseau lui-m^me ; mais non, c’est 
M. Hume qui lui suscite ces ennemis, qui cherche h refroidir 
le public h son 4gard ; c’est exactement comme si un bomme 
qui, pour attraper de Fargent, faisait d^barquer un droma- 
daire a Londres, mit dans les papiers publics que ce n’etait 
qu’un petit chien ordinaire. 

Dans Finstant comme le fol orgueil de ce dromadaire se . 
sent indign^ de voir tomber sa c^lebrit^, arrive la malheureuse 
lettre du Eoi de Prusse, voila tons les sonp 9 ons eclaircis. 
Mr. Hume connait un Mr. Walpole qui est le pr§te-nom 
de cette lettre, mais dans laquelle M. Eousseau reconnait, 
aussi pr^cis4ment que s’il Favait vu 4crire, le style de 
M, d’Alembert, autre ami de M. Hume. Eien peut*il @tre 
plus clair ? Voilk le complot le plus artificieusement tram4 
depuis celui de feu Catilina. Ceci s’appelle la demonstration 
intrinseque; voici des preuves extrins^ques et demonstra¬ 
tives. 

Un jeune bomme qui, par parentb^se, est imbecile et qui 
loge h la maison oil logeait Jean Jacques, ne lui rend pas le 
salut toutes les fois qu’il le rencontre sur Fescalier. La 
femme de la maison, qui est sourde, et qui ne sait pas le 
fran 9 ais, ne lui parle pas. Un fait plus grave ; Jean Jacques 
et Mr. Hume dorment a la premiere bdtellerie, dans la 
meme cbambre; au beau mibeu de la nuit, M. Hume crie 
plusieurs fois (on ne sait pas pr^cisement, et comme on 
est tr^s scrupuleux sur la v6rit6, on ne depose pas si c’6tait 
en r^vant ou en veillant) ^ Je tiens Jean Jacques Eousseau!’ 

Ordinairement reve-t-on dans une langue 4trang^re? ' 
N’importe; combinez toutes ces mis^res qui s’appellent lea 
circonstances, et les circonstances, comme vous savez, ap- 
paremment composent les faits, et peut-on douter de la 
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trahison des dits comploteiirs ? Mr. Hume, Mr. cf Alembert, 
et M. Walpole, rien de mieux constate; mais h quoi bon, 
me diriez-vous, ce complot? comment Mr. Hume trouvait- 
il son compte en d^shonorant un pauvre homme dont il 
se faisait Thonneur d^etre le conducteur, Fami, le protectour? 
Ma foi, je n’en sais rien. Si vous me demandez, encore en 
m^accordant que les mesures 6taient bien prises, quelle 
devait etre la r^ussite? la voici. Mr. Hume nnkiage si 
secr^tement tous ces affronts h. Jean Jacques quo Jean 
Jacques ne pout rien prouvor; or, Jean Jacques, dont la 
penetration est plus qu’humaine, doit s'en apercovoir. S'il 
s’en aper 90 it il en marquera son indignation ? Eh bion, il 
le fait, c’est alors le moment de lui procurer une pension. 
La re 9 oit-il? Il est done un infUme s'il s’assujettit h dos 
obligations h. un homme qui Fa si bien et si mal trait4 
Ne la re^oit-il pas ? Oh, alors il ne la re 9 oit pas, je iFen sais 
plus rien, je ne vois pas comment cola se tournait en mal 
pour lui. ErgOj h toute force il devait recevoir la pension, 
car la penetration qui devait le servir si bien en ddcouvrant 
le complot devait former les yeux aux consequences. 

Ah Dieu, que de somettes viens-je vous conter! He 
faut-il pas decider que cet homme est fou? Un fripon a 
plus de finesse. Je ne vous demande pas le secret, car 
toute cette histoire est de notoriety publique, ot ce sorait un 
myst^re mal imaging que de faire semblant que je ne vous 
en aurais pas parl6. 


1125. To THE Countess op Suppolk. 


ArHngton Street, Thursday morning [July 17, 1766]. 
Not an inch of the curtain is drawn up yet, Madam. 
Mr. Pitt has a fever at Mr. Dineley’s^ at Hampstead. Lord 


Lettee 1126 .—CroUated with origi¬ 
nal in British Museum. 


1 Charles Dingley (d. 1760), fcho 
opponent of Wilkes at the Middlesex 
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Temple arrived on Monday, and has been with the fever 
two or three times, but whether he has caught any of it or 
not, remains an impenetrable mystery. Nobody comes to 
town ; in short, all is dumb-show hitherto. 

Lady Montrath® is dead. She has left a mortgage of 
40,000L, which she had on the Devonshire estate, to Lord 
John Cavendish, whom she never saw but twice. Twicken¬ 
ham Park to Lord Frederick his brother, but he must permit 
it to be inhabited by the Duchess of Montrose till the Duke 
of Newcastle dies, when the Duchess of Newcastle is to 
occupy it; and when she dies, for Lady Montrath has 
settled all their deaths by entail, the Duchess of Montrose is 
to return to it, and after her Lord Frederick is to enjoy it. 
She leaves a thousand pounds a year to her son whom she 
makes residuary legatee, as she makes Lord John executor, 
but she gives six hundred a year in land to Lord Milton’s 
youngest son'^, and threescore thousand pounds in small 
legacies. I do not know. Madam, whether you or I have 
any as neighbours, or as not being acquainted with her. 

I wish much that our state puppet-show would begin or 
end. I wish to see the first scene or last, and return to the 
country; the town is empty and dull, and we live upon idle 
guesses. 

I forget that Mr. Cambridge must have probably told you 
all my news, or no news; but at least, the will will serve 
you to answer some of my Lady Tweedale’s questions. 
Yours, &c. 

Timrsday oYoning. 

Lord Temple is not a good febrifuge. Whatever passed 
between them yesterday, Mr. Pitt is much worse to-day, 
and sees nobody; not even the Duke of Grafton, who 

election of 1769. Tho house let by Mountrath. 

him to Pitt was at North End, ® Charles Henry Cooto (d. 1802), 
Hampstead. seventh Earl of Mountrath. 

2 Diana Newport, Countess of ^ Hon. Lionel Darner (1748-1807). 
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arrived this morning. If any one knows the secret, it is 
Mr. Graham the apothecary. 


1126. To THE Hon. Thomas Walpole. 

Beak Sib, Arlington Street, July 18, 176G. 

I am extremely obliged to you for the testimony you have 
borne in my favour, and much flattered by tiie sight of 
Mr. Pitt’s letter, which is too valuable not to restore to you. 
You shall not be ashamed of having been my surety, for 
what little assistance I can give Mr. Pitt, especially by my 
connections, he may depend upon j and he may as much 
depend upon it, that I have nothing to ask, nor shall ever 
trouble him with a solicitation. To see an upright, reputable, 
and lasting,administration is all my wish. I was born in 
politics, but do not design to die in them. The return of 
L. T.^ will greatly facilitate everything: and I hope Mr. Pitt’s 
recovery, which is so essential to his country. I again thank 
you, dear Sir, and am your faithful humble servant, 

Hon. Walpole. 


1127. To Sin Hobaoe Manit. 


Arlington Street, July IS, 1700. 


Last post I put your blood into a little ferment; but 
now I send you a quieting draught. We were very uneasy 
for four days, for Lord Temple not only came to town on 
the King’s summons, and by Mr, Pitt’s desire, but saw both, 
and, what was worse, stayed here. There was no fishing 
out a syllable of what passed. Few of the present adminis¬ 
tration, or their friends, would have stayed, if Temple had 
accepted; not a man of them, if he dragged his brother 


Lkttbb 1126.— Not in 0.; reprinted from Seme XJnpmUUd IMem of 
Horace Walpoley edited by Sir Spencer Walpole (pp. 9-10). 

^ Lord Temple. 
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George along with him. As his own acceptance would 
have hampered Mr. Pitt, his Lordship’s amiable temper made 
that very probable ; as, if he got in himself, he might have 
wriggled his brother in afterwards, it was much to be appre¬ 
hended, for family interest visibly pointed to that measure. 
Happily, family pride and malice predominated. He stickled 
for George; Mr. Pitt withstood him to his face, and would 
not budge an inch. Thus mortified, he took a natural turn, 
and asked Mr. Pitt what he intended to do for Lord Bute’s 
friends? He replied, considerably. Then came on the 
rupture. Yesterday Lord Temple saw the King; repeated 
his insolent demands; was rejected with proper spirit, and 
is gone—I trust, for ever. However, he ruiBSed Mr. Pitt so 
much, that yesterday he had a great deal of fever, and was 
not able to see even the Duke of Grafton, whom he had 
sent for to town. 

Nothing could be so happy as these events. The nation 
had scarce a wish, or at least their wishes were divided 
between Mr. Pitt and the present ministers. The City was 
even discontent with the prospect of a change; yet they 
wanted strength, and he brings it. All the unpopular will 
remain out of place, and if they please, in opposition. 
Mr. Pitt’s name will cover any satisfaction that is given to 
Lord Bute, and the ministers have the credit of having 
resisted paying court to him. If anything can give stability, 
this concurrence of popularity and integrity will. 

What the changes will be, I neither know nor much care. 
If the Duke of Kichmond could be satisfied, I should be 
quite so, and much more so than they who see all their 
wishes gratified. My whole ambition was to quit politics. 
I leave them happily and gloriously settled, and an exclusion 
given to the public’s and my private enemies. The King 
may be happy if he will, and the people are no longer in 
danger of arbitrary power. The ministers will withstand 
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that, and Mr. Pitt’s name will keep Europe in awe. ’Tis 
a gr^at »ra, my dear Sir, and a new birthday for England! 

You are perfectly secure; for I suppose you wUl not 
resign your post in compliment to the Gronvillos. Your 
visitor^ who has contributed a little to this storm, will by 
no means find his account in it, and may possibly, theroforo, 
still make you another visit. 

You a^a.11 hear the changes when they are settled, though 
of little importance now, and I should think not likely to 
extend far. Adieu! 

1128. To Gteoege Montagu. 

Arlington Stroot, July 21, 17G6. 

You may strike up your sackbut, psaltery, and dulcimer, 
for Mr. Pitt comes in^ and Lord Temple does not. Can 
I send you a more welcome affirmative or negative ? My 
sackbut is not very sweet, and here is the ode I have made 
for it: 

When Britain heard the woffil news. 

That Temple was to be minister, 

To look upon it could she choose 
But as an omen most sinister? 

But when she heard he did refuse, 

In spite of Lady Chat his sister. 

What could she do but laugh, 0 Muse ? 

—^And so she did, till she bepist her. 

If that snake had wriggled in, he would have drawn after 
him the whole herd of vipers, his brother Demogorgon and 
all. ’Tis a blessed deliverance! 

The changes I should think now would be few. They 
are not yet known—but I am content already, and shall go 
to Strawberry to-morrow, where I shall be happy to receive 

Luttjbe 1127.—1 Edward, Duke of York, Walpole. 

Letter 1128.—As Lord Privy Seal. 
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you and Mr. John any day after Sunday next, the twenty- 
seventh, and for as many days as ever you will alford me. 
Let me know your mind by the return of the post. Straw- 
beriy is in perfection ; the verdure has all the bloom of 
spring: the orange-trees are loaded with blossoms, the 
gallery all sun and gold, Mra Clive all sun and vermilion,— 
in short, come away to 

Yours ever, 

H. Walpole. 

P. S. I forgot to tell you, and I hate to steal and not tell, 
that my Ode is imitated from Fontaine. 

1129. To SiE Hoeaoe Mann. 

Arlington Street, July 23, 1766. 

I KECEiVED yours of the 5th last night, with the enclosed 
for Lord Hilsborough, which I will deliver the moment he 
arrives. I am glad of every inew friend you acquire, 
especially in a sensible man; bulb I doubt whether just at 
present he can be of any use to you. He has no connection 
with Mr. Pitt, who is at this moment the sole fountain of 
honour, as my two last letters will have told you. 

Your eagerness for the red riband I see still continues, 
and I am sorry for it, both as I think it a plaything not 
worth your care, and not likely to be soon gratified. In 
a season of such frequent convulsions, you must be content, 
I fear, to keep your seat. Though Mr. Conway will continue 
in his \ the disposition of favours will not lie much in his 
province j Mr. Pitt too, I should think, would be dressing up 
military men in plumes, as trophies and remembrances of 
his own former glory, which may want to be recalled to the 

Letter 1129.—As Secretary of and Loader of the House of Corn- 
State for the Northern Province, mons. 
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poopWs inGHiory* Ev6ry fcivour you obtfuii froiu ouo sot of 
men will be a demerit with their antagonists, and the more 
garlands you wear, the sooner you may be sacrificed. The 
present shock, I am persuaded, will not reach you, though 
you will have a master entirely new; Lord Shelburne will 
be he*; a destination not at all known yet, but I suppose it 
will be so presently, for Mr. Pitt is at this instant with the 
King, arranging the outlines of his system. The Duke of 
Grafton is to be at the head of the Treasury, and Charles 
Townshend Chancellor of the Exchequer. The latter was 
sent for, and arrived exulting. Yesterday his crest fell 
terribly; Mr. Pitt sent him two dictatorial lines, telling 
him, he was too considerable not to be in a responsible place, 
and therefore would be proposed by him on the morrow to 
the King for Chancellor of the Exchequer, to which he 
required a positive answer by nine at night. This was 
plain. You are not to remain Paymaster, but are to be 
promoted from seven thousand pounds a year, to seven-and- 
twenty hundred—to such contemptuous slavery has his 
enormous folly reduced his enormous parts! 

You see the new colour of the times: the stylo will bo 
exalted, but it will be far from meeting with universal 
submission. The house of Grenville is not patient: the 
great families that will be displaced are by no means 
pleased. The dictator, I think, will not find his new 
magistracy pass on so smoothly as his former; but one 
cannot judge entirely, till more of his plan comes forth. 
I shall be able to tell you more before this letter sets out, 
two days hence; but the stability with which I flattered 
myself when I wrote last, is not quite so promising as it 
was. A great point, still wrapt in mysterious darkness, is, 
whether Lord Bute is to be taken by the hand or not. It 
will secure the closet, but shake the popularity; and Lord 

2 As Secretary of State for the Southern Province. 
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Temple is not a man to let it pass unnoticed. Your White 
Friend ® I believe will not find him very considerable in the 
new system. 

I am sorry for poor Count Lorenzi ^; but when his services 
were treated with such ingratitude, is it probable his family 
will be used better ? 

Prince Ferdinand has quarrelled with the King of Prussia, 
and thrown up all his employments. We have had a notion 
here, that he would go into the French service; the event 
of Mr. Pitt might hinder that, if between his two heroes the 
balance did not incline to the Monarch. 

As we shall love now to humble France and Spain, your 
having bullied their ministers on the Pretender’s afiair may 
be much in your favour. On any proper occasion, I will 
get Mr. Conway to set your merits forth. On eveiy occasion 
I beg you to be as haughty as may be; you no longer 
represent the King, but Mr. Pitt; and pray keep up all the 
dignity of his crown. It will be your own fault if you don’t 
huff yourself into a red riband. This is my serious advice ; 
as well as my temper. You know I love to have the 
majesty of the people of England dictate to all Europe. 
Nothing would have diverted me more than to have been at 
Paris at this moment. Their panic at Mr. Pitt’s name is 
not to be described. Whenever they were impertinent, 
I used to drop, as by chance, that he would be minister in 
a few days, and it never failed to occasion a dead silence. 
The Prince of Masserano here is literally in a ridiculous 
fright, and I don’t doubt but the King his master will treat 
Madrid with uncommon condescension. 

Wednesday night. 

You must not wonder that the style of my letters fluctuates. 
Nothing wears so changeable a face as politics, especially in 

3 Edward, Duke of York. Walj^ole, 

^ He had been dismissed from the post of Drench minister at Florence. 
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such unsettled times. Consider too, I write you journals, 
not history. Madame History collects the result of events 
and forms a gross detail. She would have enough to do if 
she specified their daily ages. Well, then, I think we shall 
have a good and stable settlement at last. Mr. Pitt has 
opened his budget in private, but I must not send it yet. 
There will be very few alterations, and no leaven. The 
present administration will be retained or pacified. Charles 
Townshend will be suffered to remain whore ho was. You 
aViflII know more soon; you may be easy, for I assure you 
I am so. Adieu! 

Friday, weather changeable. 

The new plan does not move on kindly, but though there 
may be bitches, it will certainly take place, Mr. Pitt is 
resolved, and would not want recruits, if the present corps 
should disband. He takes the Privy Seal himself, and 
Lord Camden is to have the Great Seal: the Chancellor '' to 
be President, Charles Townshend changed his mind again 
yesterday, went to Mr. Pitt, and desired to bo Chancellor of 
the Exchequer. Mr. Pitt replied coldly, that the place is 
full. I believe Mr. Dowdswell continues®. Mr. Pitt has 
certainly been moderate, far beyond what could have been 
expected, yet it does not satisfy—those that are to go out. 
That old wretch the Duke of Newcastle is moving heaven 
and earth (but heaven and earth are not easily moved with 
a numbed finger of seventy) to raise dissatisfaction; and 
I suppose will end, like Lord Bolingbroke, laying plans at 
fourscore to govern under the Prince of Wales, who is now 
almost five. 


® Lord Northington. 

® He resigned, and was succeeded by Obarles Townshend. 
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1130. To David Hume. 

Dear Sir, Arlington Street, July 26, 1766. 

Your set of literary friends are what a set of literary men 
are apt to be, exceedingly absurd. They hold a consistory 
to consult how to argue with a madman; and they think it 
very necessary for your character to give them the pleasure 
of seeing Kousseau exposed, not because he has provoked 
you, but them. If Eousseau prints, you must; but I cer¬ 
tainly would not till he does\ 

I cannot be precise as to the time of my writing the King 
of Prussia’s letter; but I do assure you with the utmost 
truth that it was several days before you left Paris, and 
before Eousseau’s arrival there, of which I can give you 
a strong proof; for I not only suppressed the letter while 
you stayed there, out of delicacy to you, but it was the 
reason why, out of delicacy to myself, I did not go to see 
him, as you often proposed to me, thinking it wrong to go 
and make a cordial visit to a man, with a letter in my 
pocket to laugh at him. You are at full liberty, dear Sir, 
to make use of what I say in your justification, either 
to Rousseau or anybody else. I should be very sorry to 
have you blamed on my account; I have a hearty contempt 
of Eousseau, and am perfectly indifferent what the litterati 
of Paris think of the matter. If there is any fault, which 
I am far from thinking, let it lie on me. No parts 
can hinder my laughing at their possessor, if he is a 
mountebank. If he has a bad and most ungrateful heart, 

Lkttkk 1180.—Rousseau was at pretended letter from the King of 
this time convinced that Hume was Prussia, which was in fact written 
conspiring against him. Ho wrote by Horace Walpolo. Hume’s literary 
abusive letters to Hume, in ono^ of friends in Paris wished him to pul^ 
which he accused Hume of having lish a narrative of his dealings with 
assisted in the composition of the Rousseau. 
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as Eousseau has shown in your case, into the bargain, he 
will have my scorn likewise, as he will of all good and 
sensible men. You may trust your sentence to such, who 
are as respectable judges as any that have pored over ten 
thousand more volumes. 

Yours most sincerely, 

Hon. Walpole. 

RS. I Avill look out the letter and the dates as soon as 
I go to Strawberry Hill. 

1131. To Sir Horace Mann. 

Arlington Street, Ang, 1, 1766. 

Well! Europe must have done talking of Mr. Pitt; 
there is no longer such a man. He is Lord Privy Seal, and 
Earl of Chatham, I don’t know how Europe will like it, 
but the City and the mob are very angiy. The latter, by 
which I do not mean to exclude the former, prove that it 
was only a name they were attached to, for as he has 
not advised a single measure yet, they can have no reason 
to find fault. Such as know why they are angry, though 
they will not tell you their true why, dislike his quitting 
the House of Commons, where he had more opportunity of 
doing jobs for them. 

This dust will soon be laid, though my Lord Temple has 
a long foot, and will keep kicking it up as long as he can. 
Everything is settled but a few lower places; and as but 
few have resigned, and some full as important are acquired, 

I see nothing at present to prevent the new establishment 
from lasting. 

The ChanceUor' is President of the Council, in the room 
of Lord Winchelsea, wdth a pension of 4,000L a year into the 
Letter 1131,—^ Earl of Northington, Walpole, 
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bargain. I neither approve the pension nor the person, for 
he is never sober after dinner, and causes are only heard 
before the Council in the afternoon. Lord Shelburne, as 
I told you, is Secretary of State. The Duke of Grafton at 
the head of the Treasury, where Charles Townshend has 
fixed at last as Chancellor of the Exchequer. Colonel Barr4 
will have the vacant Vice-Treasurership of Ireland, and James 
Grenville has another in the room of Lord George Sackville, 
who is rather cruelly removed. Lord Howe returns to 
Treasurer of the Navy, which had not been filled up. 

Lord Camden has the Great Seal; Wilmot succeeds him 
as Chief Justice of the Common Pleas; and Yorke has 
resigned finding that all his trimming and double dealing 
could not make him Chancellor, and unable to digest 
Pratt’s ^ promotion. Mr. Mackenzie will be restored to the 
Privy Seal of Scotland. Lord Dartmouth has resigned the 
Board of Trade, having been on the point of becoming 
third Secretary of State for America, which now will not 
be disjoined from the Southern Province; and Lord John 
Cavendish has quitted the Treasury. I believe resignations 
will stop here: Newcastle’s people are weary of following 
him in and out, and see what everybody else sees but 
himself, that seventy-three and ambition are ridiculous 
comrades. Mr. Stanley goes ambassador to Kussia; I do 
not know who to Spain 

So much for this revolution. I don’t mean that we shall 
not have lampoons and libels. My Lord Temple and the 
mob are cross; and the former was born to gratify the 
latter: he has no other talent. George Grenville’s endless 
harangues must wait till the Parliament meets, where he 
will speak so long that nobody will perceive that he has 
none to speak on his side. 

* Ho was AttoriiGy-General. * Sir James Gray was appointed 

3 Charles Pratt, Lord Camden. in Nov. 1766. 
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Well! have not I been punctual and diligent? You 
must now give me a few holidays. I am going to Straw¬ 
berry, and shall think no more of politics. I carried your 
letter to Lord Hilsborough, and met him in his chariot going 
to court, and could only reach your letter to him. He is 
talked of for coming in, but I do not know whether there 
will be any room. Adieu! 


1132. To THE PbAsident Hi^nault. 


' Do Strawberry Hill, le 17 Aoilt 1766. 

Une lettre de votre part, Monsieur, ne me paye que trop 
du petit present que j’ai os6 vous offrir, et Lucain doit otro 
plus glorieux de votre 6loge que de voir sortir sa Pharsale 
de la presse d’un simple particulier comme moi. Vous, 
Monsieur, mettez le sceau h rhistoire, et quiconque oso 
parler avec impartiality de son propre pays est plus en ytat 
que personne d’apprycier les auteurs 4trangers. Pour nous 
autres presque rypublicains Lucain doit 6tre un auteur 
precieux, et il est vrai qu’il y a des hymistiches dans son 
poSme qui me font oublier des centaines de vers ampoul6s et 
gigantesques. 

k mon age on est bien revenu du clinquant; il nous faut 
du bon sens meme dans la poysie, et je voxis avouo que 
3 ’aimerais mieux Virgile si j’en retenais autre chose quo des 
vers harmonieux. On oublie de bonne heuro les pobtos qui no 
parlent qu’aux passions naissantes. Votre Dospryaux plaira 
toujours, parce qu’on est plus longtemps sur le retour qu’on est 
jeune. Mais e’est La Fontaine qui charme tons les %es. Il 
a Tair d’yerire pour les enfants, et plus on avance en age plus 
on lui dycouvre de beautys. Tons les autres auteurs, qui ont 
le plus approfondi le coeur humain, ne font que fairo parler 


Letter 1182.— Not in C. ; now first 
prmted from copy (in the hand¬ 
writing of Wiart, secretary of Mme. 


dn Deffand) in possession of Mr, 
W. E. Parker-Jorvis. 
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la nature, mais c’est la nature qui fait parler La Fontaine. 
Dans les tragedies, dans les satires, ce sont des vices, ce 
sont des crimes, qu’on voudrait n’attribuer qu’^ des particu- 
liers ; dans La Fontaine tout 6mane de nos dispositions; 
c’est la marche de nos penchants naturels ; et d’abord qu’on 
a 4tabli les passions, tout le reste semble en deviner le 
r^sultat n^cessaire. Est-on loup? On d^vore. Est-on 
renard ? On est rus6. Est-on singe ? On est petit-maitre. 
Ce n’est pas comme dans les pieces de theatre oii tout se fait 
de dessein pr4m4dit6, et ou Ton souffle ses passions, plutot 
qu’on ne les ob4it. Pardonnez, Monsieur, cette petite critique. 
Vous m'avez en trains, et votre exemple est bien s6duisant. 
Mais je sais ^ qui je parle et je m’arr^te ,• mais plaignez un 
stranger, Monsieur, qui se sentant du gout pour vos auteurs 
admirables, n"est que trop convaincu combien des beaut4s 
doivent lui <§chapper: car je ne suis pas de ces g^nies 
heureux qui saisissent les meilleurs endroits des auteurs 
strangers, et savent en enrichir leur propre pays. Tout le 
monde, apr^s avoir lu notre Shakespeare^ ne produit pas un 
Frcmqois Second ^ 

Je ne dois pas quitter la plume sans vous fflliciter, 
Monsieur, du r6tablissement de la sant6 de la Keine. Je 
sais combien vous vous int^ressez h cette vie pr^cieuse; 
mais permettez-moi de vous dire que ce n’est pas unique- 
ment sur votre compte que je m’y int^resse aussi. La 
vertu de la Keine la fait adorer de tout le monde ; et rendez- 
moi la justice de croire. Monsieur, que si chez nous on 
m<§nage moins qu’ailleurs les ddfauts des princes, nous 
savons aussi respecter h proportion ceux qui m^ritent notre 
estime. Eh! que nous serions barbares si nous ne rendis- 
sions volontiers Thommage dU au caractfere incomparable de 
la Keine de France. Sa haute pi^td dans un si^cle illumind est 
toute autre chose que celle des princesses qui font le principal 

1 Hinault wrote a play of that name. 
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for an invaHd; I mean my mind was not, and my body 
seems made for nothing else. I thought I could harden 
paper to the consistence of stone—I am disappointed, and 
do not like it; for, though I can laugh at myself, I shall 
he tired of laughing long at the same thing; in short, 
I might as well have conquered the world. Sententious 
poets would have told me, it signified little, as I had not 
conquered myselt I have conquered myself, and to very 
little purpose! Wisdom and foresight are just as foolish 
as anything else, when you know the bottom of thorn. 
Adieu! 

P.S. I have begged you to send home my letters. Pray 
do: there are five years to come, and I have particular 
occasion for some passages. I need not desire they may bo 
trusted to a safe hand. I must beg you too, if you can get 
them, to send me the other volumes of llerculanetm; 
I have never had but the first, and the catalogue, which 
last has no prints. They must not be bound, that I may 
bind them as like the first as I can. This is asking you to 
send me a present, but I have no scruple with you, though 
I am so delicate on that head, that I should be sorry some 
of my first friends knew, that so far from refusing presents, 
as I do from them, I had begged one. 

1134. To Ladv Maby Coke. 

Wodnosday, noou. 

Weak as I am, dear Lady Mary, I cannot but write one 
line to thank you and tell you how I am. I have had 
a violent attack in my stomach, bowels, and back, of what 
Dr. Pringle says is the gout, accompanied with intolerable 

Lhttbr im. — Not in 0.; reprinted from Letters JournaXa of 
Lady Mary Qoke^ voL lii. pp. xxi'-ocsii 
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sickness. I much doubt myself whether it was the gout^ 
but I am too low to haggle about words. My pains are 
certainly removed, or much abated, but my nights are still 
miserable enough, and I am seldom able to lie in bed past 
three or four o’clock in the morning, when I rise and get 
a little sleep upon the bed \ This regimen is the Philoso¬ 
pher’s Stone, for it has perfectioned me into complete gold- 
colour. Besides this I am to be Bath-git^, whither I shall 
go when I have recovered a little strength. If you should 
come to town within these three or four days, you will, 
I think, still find me on my couch here. I beg your pardon 
for giving you such a wretched assignation, but you can 
have no more of a cat than his skin and a few bones. 

1135. To Lady Maey Coke. 

Wednesday evening. 

I DID send your Ladyship a card to Sudbrook this morn¬ 
ing, but hearing you are in town, and so good as to desire 
Dr. Pringle would send you an account of me, I do it for 
him. I am certainly better than I was, but I think not so 
well as he says. I have very bad nights and languid days. 
In the evening I get a little life, and as I am always willing 
to dedicate it to you, I advertise you that my inch of candle 
begins burning about seven o’clock. 

1136. To THE Eev. William Cole. 

Deab Sie, Arlington Street, Sept. 18, 1766. 

I am exceedingly obliged to you for your very friendly 
letter, and hurt at the absurdity of the newspapers that 
occasioned the alarm. Sure I am not of consequence enough 

^ So in original. Lkttkr 1185.—Not in 0.; re- 

^ So in original; perhaps Bath- printed from Letters a/nd Journals of 
gilt ? Lady Mary Coke, vol. iii p. xxiii 
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to be lied about! It is true I am ill, have been extremely 
so, and have been HI long, but with nothing like paralytic, as 
they have reported me. It has been this long disorder 
alone that has prevented my profiting of your company 
at Strawberry, according to the leave you gave me of asking 
it. I have lived upon the road between that place and this, 
never settled there, and uncertain whether I should go to 
Bath or abroad. Yesterday se’nnight I grow exceedingly 
ill indeed, with what they say has been the gout in my 
stomach, bowels, back, and kidneys. The worst seems 
over, and I have been to take the air to-day for the first 
time, but bore it so ill that I don’t know how soon I shall 
be able to set out for Bath, whither they want me to go 
immediately. As that journey makes it very uncertain 
when I shall be at Strawberry again, and as you must 
want your cups and pastils, will you tell me if I can convey 
them to you any way safely ? 

Excuse my saying more to-day, as I am so faint and 
weak, but it was impossible not to acknowledge your kind¬ 
ness the first minute I was able. Adieu I 

Pear Sir, 

Yours ever, 

Hok. Wali>ole. 

1137. To Geoboe Montagu. 

strawberry Hill, Sopt. 23, 1766. 

I AM this moment come hither with Mr. Chute, who 
has showed me your most kind and friendly letter, for 
which I give you a thousand thanks. It did not surprise 
me, for you cannot alter. 

I have been most extremely ill; indeed, never well .since 
I saw you. However, I think it is over, and that the gout 
is gone without leaving a codicil in my foot. Weak I am 
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to the greatest degree, and no wonder. Such explosions 
make terrible havoc in a body of paper. I shall go to the 
Bath in a few days, which they tell me will make my quire 
of paper hold out a vast while ! As to that, I am neither 
credulous or earnest. If it can keep me from pain and 
preserve me the power of motion, I shall be content. Mr, 
Chute, who has been good beyond measure, goes with me 
for a few days. A thousand thanks and compliments to 
Mr. and Mrs. Whetenhall and Mr. John, and excuse my 
writing more, as I am a little fatigued with my little 
journey. Yours ever, 

H. W. 


1138. To SiE Hoeace Mann. 

Arlington Street, Sept. 25, 1766. 

When I told you in my last I was ill, I did not think it 
would prove so very serious as it has done. It turned to 
an attack on my stomach, bowels, and back, with continued 
vomitings for four days. You will ask what it was? so 
I did. The physician (for Lord Hertford and Mr. Conway 
sent for one, whether I would or not) pronounced it the gout; 
and because he had pronounced so, was determined it should 
be so, and plied me with fire, gunpowder, and all the artillery 
of the College, till, like a true general, he had almost reduced 
the place to a heap of ashes. This made me resolved to die 
in my own way, that is coolly. I refused to take a drop more 
of his prescriptions; have mended ever since;; and am really 
now quite well, and quite convinced that it was no more 
the gout than the smallpox, but a violent disorder in my 
stomach. This was my first physician, and shall be my 
last. How dear one pays for health and justice ; and how 
seldom one obtains them even for buying I 

I am going to the Bath, with more opinion of the 
journey and change of air, than of the waters, for even 
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water may be too hot for me. Tis a sort of complaisance 
too; and all these trials, when one is no longer young, 
I regard but as taking pains to be well against one dies. 
I am pretty indifferent when that may be, but not so 
patient under the appendixes of illnessthe advice every¬ 
body gives one,—their infallible remedies, and, what is 
worse, being confined, and thereby exposed to every idle 
body’s visit, and every interested body’s flattery that expects 
a legacy. I had a relation the other day with mo, whom 
I very seldom see, and who begged I would excuse, as 
I was so ill, her not being able to help laughing violently 
at some very trifling thing I said. I will leave her 
a certain cure for that laugh; that is, nothing. 

Would you believe that such a granary as England has 
been in as much danger as your mountains ? not of famine, 
but of riots. The demands for corn have occasioned so 
much to be exported, that our farmers went on raising 
the price of wheat till the poor could not buy bread; 
indeed, they will eat none but the best. Insurrections have 
happened in several counties, and worse were api>rehended. 
Yesterday the King, by the unanimous advice of his 
Council, took upon him to lay an embargo, which was 
never done before in time of peace. It will make much 
clamour, among the interested, both in interest and politics; 
but in general will be popular. The dearness of every¬ 
thing is enormous and intolerable, for the country is so 
rich that it makes everybody poor. The luxury of tradesmen 
passes all belief. They would forfeit their characters with 
their own profession if they exercised an economy that 
would be thought but prudent in a man of quality in any 
other country. Unless the mob will turn reformers and 
rise, or my Lord Clive sends over diamonds enough for 
current coin, I do not see how one shall be able soon to 
purchase necessaries. 
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Count Schoualloif, the favourite of the late Czarina— 
pray mind, not of this tigress—is here. I knew him at 
Paris, and when he was here before, and love him much, 
as one of the most humane, amiable beings upon earth. 
He is wandering about Europe till this tyranny be overpast, 
and talks of going to Italy. Pray be acquainted with him : 
your two natures were made for one another. He is very 
ill paired with Easomoufski, the late Hetman of the Tartars, 
who was forced into the conspiracy, as they say, against 
the murdered Czar. The woman he served has displaced 
him, but given him a pension of twelve thousand pounds 
sterling a year. He is a noble figure, of the Tartar mould ; 
but I do not advise you to cultivate Mm. I have refused 
to be acquainted with him, though Schoualloff desired to 
bring him to me. He is not a Brutus to my mind. 
Adieu! 

1139. To THE OoMTBSSE DE POECALQUIEE. 
Madame, 

Eien ne pouvait etre aussi heureux pour moi que de 
trouver une personne h qui toujours j'ai d4sir6 t6moigner 
les marques les plus vraies de mon respect et de ma recon¬ 
naissance entendre I’anglais. Jo suis, Madame, trouble 
h rexcfes, et je ne sais si jamais je serai assez os6 pour ^crire 
ou pour parlor un mot de fran 9 ai 8 dorenavant. M. le 
President H4nault a un tel z^le et attachement pour la 
Eeine, une telle partiality pour moi qu’il a envoys k Sa 
Majesty une lettre de moi dans laquelle ytait un compli¬ 
ment pour lui ^ Foccasion de la bonne santy dont elle 
jouit maintenant; cela, Madame, m’a causy la derniyre 
confusion, et si ce n’efit yty de la plus grande mychancety 

XiKTTmll89. —in 0. ; now first W. E. Parker-Jervis. Madame de 
printed from copy (in tlie hand- Forcalquier was a Parisian friend of 
writing of Wiart, secretary of Mme. norace Walpole, 
du Doffand) in possession of klr. 
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j’aurais d6sir^ que la Reine n’efit pas poss^du 1g quart do 
toutes SGS vertus, parce qu'alors je n’aurais pas (M tente de 
m’etendre sur bgs perfections. De grace, Madame, ayez 
pitie de moi, songez que je suis un inconnu, un obscur 
etranger, dont la miserable lettre so trouve produite dans 
un fran^ais barbare; et ou ? h Versailles. Eh quoi, Madame, 
vous me blamer de ne pas retournor h Paris I Dion me 
pardonne, je n’aurais jamais la hardiosso d'y romontror mon 
visage. Pourriez-vous mtoe vous en dtonnor lorsciue vos 
compatriotes me traitent ainsi? Vous pourrioz mo dire que 
tout cela vient de la grande bont4 du Prdsident ; pour moi 
je sais que les extremes sont proches et jo vous assure quo 
j'ai souffert autant que s’il avait eu rintentien do mo 
blesser; et ce qui me met au dosespoir e’est an lieu d’etre 
encol^rejenesensqu’un sentiment de reconnaissance, dtant 
bien convaincu du motif obligeant qui Fa fait agir. Dans 
le vrai, Madame, je ne sais comment mo vengor do votro 
nation. Si votre lettre n’6tait pas la plus aimable qui 
ait jamais 6t6 ^crite je Taurais d^jii montrde k ma sotivorainc, 
mais la consequence m’a arr^td; elle m'aurait dit, * Pour- 
quoi done ne retournez-vous pas dans un pays oil vous 6tes 
invit4 par une femme charmante, qui dcrit aussi agrdable- 
ment qu’elle regarde?’ Voulez-vous, Madame, accepter 
une condition ? cello de me dispenser do prononcor un mot 
de fran^ais—alors, tout aussitdt jo m’embarquo du premier 
instant que ma sant4 sera un peu r4tablie, ou quo los oaux do 
Bath me I’auront rendue. J’ai 6t4 extr^moment incommodd 
depuis un mois, sans quoi je n’aurais pas tant diffdrd do 
vous rendre mille graces de la lettre que vous m’avoz fait 
I’honneur de m’4crire. Je suia mieux depuis un jour ou 
deux, mais il me semble qu’un invalide no mdrite pas 
I’avantage de vous faire sa cour, d’ailleurs je no suis pas 
stir d’etre moins malade. Peut-6tre n’est-co m6mo que 
laventure de ma lettre k Versailles, qui m’a eausd une 
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agitation que je prends pour une existence plus vivante. 
Cela pent s'appeler une erreur de sant4. Quant h, Madame 
du Deffand, je declare que si elle n’apprend pas immediate- 
ment Tanglais, je ne veux plus retourner dans le cher 
petit cabinet bleu. Je vous supplierais, Madame, de le lui 
apprendre, si je ne savais que vous etes fort occup4e par des 
soins tendres et afdigeants aupr^s de Madame la Comtesse 
de Toulouse \ Madame du Deffand, comme si elle pensait 
que je n’admirais pas assez vos perfections, m'a donn4 un 
r^cit de ce que Famiti^ vous faisait exercer dans cette triste 
circonstance, et je ne doute pas qu'une conduite comme la 
votre ne soit r^compens^e par un coeur qui en sent le prix. 
Je n’en suis pas moins oblige ^ Madame du Deffand; elle 
a juge par sa propre admiration de vous si je serais cbarm^ 
do la part ger. 

Je ne me connais point en politique, Madame, et comme 
Milord Chatham se propose d’aller aux eaux de Bath ainsi 
que moi, vous ne manquerez pas d’apprendre si lui et moi 
m6ditons quelque revolution considerable. II doit etre ami 
de la France ou nous ne nous conviendrons pas, car puis-je, 
Madame, vous connaitre, et ne pas faire des voeux pour un 
pays que vous habitez ? 

J’ai Fhonneur d’etre, &c. 

1140. To THE Hon. Henrx Seymour Conway. 

Bath, Oct. 2, 1766. 

I ARRIVED yesterday at noon, and bore my journey per¬ 
fectly well, except that I had the headache all yesterday; 
but it is gone to-day, or at least made way for a little 
giddiness which the water gave me this morning at first. 
If it does not do me good very soon, I shall leave it; for 
I dislike the place exceedingly, and am disappointed in it. 

1 Marie Victoire Sophie de NoaiUes, of the legitimated sons of Louis XIV. 
Comtesse de Toulouse, widow of one She died Sept. 23, 1766. 
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Their new buildings that are so admired, look like a col¬ 
lection of little hospitals; the rest is detestable; and all 
crammed together, and surrounded with perpendicular hills 
that have no beauty. The river is paltry enough to be the 
Seine or Tiber. Oh, how unlike my lovely Thames! 

I met my Lord Chatham’s coach yesterday full of such 
Grenville-looking children, that I shall not go to see him 
this day or two ^; and to-day I spoke to Lady Kockingham 
in the street. My Lords Chancellor ® and President ® are 
here, and Lord and Lady Powis. Lady Malpas arrived 
yesterday. I shall visit Miss Eich'^ to-morrow. In the 

next apartment to mine lodges-. I have not seen him 

some years; and he is grown either mad or superannuated, 
and talks without cessation or coherence : you would think 
all the articles in a dictionary were prating together at 
once. The Bedfords are expected this week. There are 
forty thousand others that I neither know nor intend to 
know. In short, it is living in a fair, and I am lu^artily sick 
of it already. Adieu ! Yours ever, 

Hoe. Walpole, 


1141. To Geokoe Montagu. 


Batli, Oc.t. 5, 17f>0. 

Yes, thank you, I am quite well again ; and if I had not 
a mind to continue so, I would not remain hero a day 
longer, for I am tired to death of the place. I sit down by 
the waters of Babylon and weep, when I think of thee, 
oh Strawberry 1 The elements certainly agrees with me, 
but I shun the gnomes and salamanders, and have not once 


Lettbr 1140,—1 Miss Berry here 
notes that ‘ Mr. Walpole in general 
disliked being in company with 
children, to whom he was little ao- 
oostomed.’ 


® Lord Oamdon, 

^ Lord Northington. 
f Miss Mary Eich, siator of Lady 
Ailesbury’s friend Lady Lyttelton. 
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been at the Eooms. Mr. Chute stays with me till Tuesday; 
when he is gone, I do not know what I shall do, for I 
cannot play at cribbage by myself, and the alternative is to 
see my Lady Vane open the ball, and glimmer at fifty-four. 
All my comfort is, that I lodge close to the Cross Bath, by 
which means I avoid the Pump Eoom and all its works. 
We go to dine and see Bristol to-morrow, which will ter¬ 
minate our sights, for we are afraid of your noble cousins 
at Badminton; and, as Mrs. Allen ^ is just dead, and 
Warburton entered upon the premises, you may swear 
we shall not go thither ^ 

Lord Chatham, the late and present Chancellors, and 
sundry more, are here ; and their Graces of Bedford expected. 
I think I shall make your Mi's. Trevor® and Lady Lucy ^ a visit, 
but it is such an age since we met, that I suppose we shall 
not know one another by sight. 

Adieu ! These watering-places, that mimic a capital, and 
add vulgarisms and familiarities of their own, seem to me 
like abigails in cast gowns, and I am not young enough to 
take up with either. 

Yours ever, 

H. Walpole. 


1142. To THE Countess op Suffolk.. 


Madam, Bath, Oct. 6, 1766. 

Your Ladyship ordered me to give you an account of 
myself, and I can give you a very good one. The waters 


Letter 114=1.—^ Elizabeth Holder, 
second wife of Ralph Allen, the bene¬ 
factor of Pope and Fielding. 

2 Prior Park. Bishop Warburton 
married AUen’s favourite niece, 
Gertrude Tucker. 

^ Probably Montagu’s aunt or first 
cousin. (See Table 11.) 

* Lady Lucy Stanhope, daughter 


of first Earl Stanhope. She ap¬ 
parently lived in Bath with Mrs. 
Trevor and her sister Lady Jane 
Stanhope. (See Suffolk Corre^on^ 
dence, vol. ii. pp. 246 and 247, and 
249-60.) 

Letter 1142. —Collated with origi¬ 
nal in British Museum, 
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agree with me as well as possible, and do not heat me: all 
I have to complain of is, that they have bestowed such an 
appetite upon me, that I expect to return as fat as a hog, 
that is, something bigger than a lark.^ I hope this state 
of my health will content your Ladyship, and that you aro 
not equally anxious about my pleasure, which does not go 
on quite so rapidly. I am tired to death of the place, and 
long to be at home, and grieve to lose such a delightful 
October. The watera agree so well with the trees in this 
country, that they have not a wrinkle or a yellow loaf, and 
the sun shines as brightly as it can possibly through such 
mists. I regret its beams being thrown away on such a 
dirty ditch, as their river. 

I have not yet been at ball-rooms, or Pump Boom, for 
I steal my glass at the Cross Bath. We have all kind 
of folk here, Lord Chatham, the Chancellor, the Dowager 
Chancellor ^ Lady Kockingham, Lady Scarborough, Lord 
and Lady Powis, Lord and Lady Spencer, judges, bishops, 
and Lady Vane. It is my own fault if I do not keep the 
best company, for the mayor of the town has invited mo to 
his feast; hut as I cannot be inconstant to the Mayor of 
Lynn, I have sent an excuse, with such a deplorable account 
of my health, that it will require all my paleness and lean¬ 
ness to hear me out. 

Lord Chatham has still a little gout in his arm, but takes 
the air. My Lord President goes to the balls, but I believe 
had rather go to the ale-house. Lady Vane, I hear, opens 
the balls, since it is too late for her now to go anywhere 
else. This is all I know of people I have not seen. As 
I shall not stay above a fortnight longer, I do not propose 
to learn the language. I hope to find your Ladyship in 
perfect health at my return; but though the banks of the 
Thames are a little pleasanter than those of the Avon, 

1 Lord N'ortLington, Lord President of the Council 
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I beg you will not sit by the former till midnight. The 
Bath is sure of doing me some good, for I shall take great 
care of myself, for fear of being sent hither again. 

I am, Madam, 

Your Ladyship’s 

Most obedient 

Humble servant, 

^ Hoeace Walpole. 

1143. To John Chute. 

Bath, Oct. 10, 1766. 

I AM impatient to hear that your charity to me has not 
ended in the gout to yourself—all my comfort is, if you 
have it, that you have good Lady Brown to nurse you. 

My health advances faster than my amusement. How¬ 
ever, I have been at one opera, Mr. Wesley’s. They have 
boys and girls with charming voices, that sing hymns, in 
parts, to Scotch ballad tunes; but indeed so long, that one 
would think they were already in eternity, and knew how 
much time they had before them. The chapel is very neat, 
with true Gothic windows (yet I am not converted); but 
I was glad to see that luxury is creeping in upon them 
before persecution: they have very neat mahogany stands for 
branches, and brackets of the same in taste. At the upper 
end is a broad haut-pas of four steps, advancing in the 
middle: at each end of the broadest part are two of my 
eagles ^ with red cushions for the parson and clerk. 
Behind them rise three more steps,^in the midst of which 
is a third eagle for pulpit. Scarlet armed-chairs to all 
three. On either hand, a balcony for elect ladies. The 
rest of the congregation sit on forms. Behind the pit, in 

Letter 1148.—’ Eagles in the attitude of the mathle one at Strawberry 
HiU. 


WALPOLE. Vn 


E 
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a dark nicke, is a plain table within rails; so you see the 
throne is for the apostle. Wesley is a lean elderly man, 
fresh-coloured, his hair smoothly combed, but with a soupfon 
of curl at the ends. Wondrous clean, but as evidently an 
actor as Garrick. He. spoke his sermon, but so fast, and 
with so little accent, that I am sure he has often uttered it, 
for it was like a lesson. There were parts and eloquence in 
it; but towards the end he exalted his voice, and acted very 
ugly enthusiasm; decried learning, and told stories, like 
Latimer, of the fool of his college, who said, ^ I thanks God 
for eyerything.’ Except a few from curiosity, and some 
honourable women^ the congregation was very mean. Tlx ere 
was a Scotch Countess of Buchan who is carrying a pure 
rosy vulgar face to heaven, and who asked Miss Kich, 
if that was the author of the poets. I believe she meant me 
and the Nolle Authors. 

The Bedfords came last night. Lord Chatham was with 
me yesterday two hours; looks and walks well, and is in 
excellent political spirits. 

Tours ever, 

Hob, Walpole. 


1144. To Q-eoege Montagu. 


Bath, Oct. 18,1766. 

WeUj ! I went last night to see Lady Lucy and Mrs. 
Trevor, was let in, and received with great kindness. I 
found them little altered; Lady Lucy was much undressed, 
but looks better than when I saw her last, and as well as 
one could expect; no shyness nor singularity, but very 
easy and conversable. They have a very pretty house, with 
two excellent rooms on afloor, and extremely well furnished. 


* (d. 1778), daughter of Sir 

James Steuart, Baronet; m, (1789) 


Henpr David Erskine, tenth Earl of 
Buchan, 
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You may be sure your name was much in request. If I had 
not been engaged, I could have stayed much longer with satis¬ 
faction ; and if I am doomed, as probably I shall be, to come 
hither again, they would be a great resource to me, for I 
find much more pleasure now in renewing old acquaintances 
than in forming new. 

The waters do not benefit me so much as at first; the 
pains in my stomach return almost every morning, but do 
not seem the least allied to the gout. This decrease of their 
virtue is not near so great a disappointment to me as you 
might imagine; for I am so childish as not to think health 
itself a compensation for passing my time very disagreeably. 
I can bear the loss of youth heroically, provided I am com¬ 
fortable, and can amuse myself as I like. But health does 
not give one the sort of spirits that make one like diversions, 
public places, and mixed company. Living here is being 
a shopkeeper, who is glad of all kinds of customers; but 
does not suit me, who am leaving off trade. I shall depart 
on Wednesday, even on the penalty of coming again. To 
have lived three weeks in a fair appears to me a century! 
I am not at all in love with their country, which so charms 
everybody. Mountains are very good frames to a prospect, 
but here they run against one’s nose, nor can one stir out 
of the town without clambering. It is true one may live 
as retired as one pleases, and may always have a small 
society. The place is healthy, everything is cheap, and the 
provisions better than ever I tasted. Still I have taken an 
insuperable aversion to it, which I feel rather than can 
account for. I do not think you would dislike it: so you 
see I am just in general, though very partial as to my own 
particular. 

You have raised my curiosity about Lord Scarsdale’s^ 
yet I question whether I shall ever take the trouble of 
Lkqw’kr 1144.—Kedleston, ixx Derbyahire. 

E 2 
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visiting ii I grow every year more averse to stirring 
from home, and putting myself out of my way. If I can 
but be tolerably well at Strawberry, my wishes are bounded. 
If I am to live at watering-places, and keep what is called 
good hours, life itself wiU be very indifferent to mo. I do 
not talk very sensibly, but I have a contempt for that 
fictitious character styled philosophy; I feel what I feel, 
('.nd say I fssl what I do feel. Adieu! 

Yours ever, 

H. W. 

1145. To THE Hon. Henry Seymour Conway. 

Bath, Oct. 18, 176G. 

You have made me laugh, and somebody else' makes me 
stare. How can one wonder at anything he does, when he 
knows so little of the world ? I suppose the next step will 
be to propose me for Groom of the Bedchamber to the now 
Duke of Cumberland \ But why me ? Here is that hope¬ 
ful young fellow, Sir John Kushout, the oldest member of 
the House, and, as extremes meet, very proper to begin 
again; why overlook him ? However, as the secret is kept 
from me myself, I am perfectly easy about it. I shall call 
to-day or to-morrow to ask his commands, but certainly 
shall not obey those you mention. 

The waters certainly are not so beneficial to me as at first: 
I have almost every morning my pain in my stomach. 
I do not pretend this to be the cause of my leaving Bath. 
The truth is, I cannot bear it any longer. You laugh at 
my regularity; but the contrary habit is so strong in mo, 
that I cannot continue such sobriety. The public rooms, 

Lbttes 1145. —^ Lord CLatliam, who wished Horace Walpole to move 
the Address in the House of Commons. 

* Prince Heniy Frederick, so created in Oct. 1766. 
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and the loo, where we play in a circle, like the hazard 
on Twelfth-night, are insupportable. This coming into the 
world again, when I am so weary of it, is as bad and 
ridiculous as moving an Address would be. I have no 
affectation; for affectation is a monster at nine-and-forty; 
but if I cannot live quietly, privately, and comfortably, 
I am perfectly indifferent about living at all. I would 
not kill myself, for that is a philosopher’s affectation, and 
I will come hither again if I must; but I shall always drive 
very near, before I submit to do anything I do not like. 
In short, I must be as foolish as I please, so long as I can 
keep without the limits of absurdity. What has an old 
man to do but to preserve himself from parade on one hand, 
and ridicule on the other? Charming youth may indulge 
itself in either, may be censured, will be envied, and has 
time to correct. Adieu! 

Yours ever, 

Hor. Walpole. 

Monday evening. , 

You are a delightful manager of the House of Commons, 
to reckon 540, instead of 565 I Sandwich was more accu¬ 
rate in lists, and would not have miscounted 25, which are 
something in a division. 

1146. To Georoe Montagu. 

Strawberry Hill, Oct. 22, 1766, 

They may say what they will, but it does one ten times 
more good to leave Bath than to go to it. I may some¬ 
times drink the waters, as Mr. Bentley used to say I in¬ 
vited company hither that I did not care for, that I might 
enjoy the pleasure of their going away. My health is 
certainly mended, but I did not feel the satisfaction of it 
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till I got home. I have still a little rheumatism in ono 
shoulder, which was not dipped in Styx, and is still mortal ; 
but, while I went to the Booms, or stayed in my chambers 
in a dull court, I thought I had twenty complaints. I don’t 
perceive one of them. 

Having no companion but such as the place afforded, and 
which I did not except\ my excursions were very few; 
besides that the city is so guarded with mountains, that 
I had not patience to be jolted like a pea in a drum, in my 
chaise alone. I did go to Bristol, the dirtiest great shop 
I ever saw, with so foul a river, that, had I seen tho least 
appearance of cleanliness, I should have concluded they 
washed all their linen in it, as they do at Paris. Going 
into the town, I was struck with a large Gothic building, 
coal-black, and striped with white ; I took it for tho DtJviFs 
cathedral. When I came nearer, I found it was an uniform 
castle, lately built, and serving for stables and offices to 
a smart false Gothic house on the other side of the road. 

The real cathedral is very neat, and has pretty tombs; 
besides two windows of painted glass, given by Mrs. Ellen 
Gwyn There is a new church besides of St. Nicholas, noat 
and truly Gothic; besides a charming old church at thc^ 
other end of the town. The cathedral or abbey at Bath 
is glaring and crowded with modern tablet-monuments. 
Among others, I found two, of my cousin Sir Erasmus 
Phillips ^ and of Colonel Madan^ Your cousin Bishop 
Montagu ^ decked it much. I dined one day with an agreo- 


Letter 1146.—So in MS. 

* Tlie east -windows of the choir 
awles of Bristol Cathedral are tradi¬ 
tionally said to have been given by 
Kell Q-wyn, mistress of Charles II. 

* Kfth Baronet, of Picton Castle, 
Pembrokeshire, related to Horace 
Walpole through the latter’s mother. 

* Probably Colonel Martin Madan 
(d. 1766), sometime M.P. for Wootton 


Bassett. 

® James Montagu (d. 1618), son of 
Sir Edward Montagu, of Boughton, 
NorthamptonsMre, and brother of 
first Earl of Manohoster. Ho died 
Bishop of Winchester. He was pre¬ 
viously (1608-16) Bishop of Bath and 
Wells, and as such interested him¬ 
self in the restoration of Bath 
Abbey, 
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able family, two miles from Bath, a Captain Miller® and 
his wife, and her mother, Mrs. Eiggs. They have a small, 
new-built house, with a bow-window, directly opposite to 
which the Avon falls in a wide cascade, a church behind it 
in a vale, into which two mountains descend, leaving an 
opening into the distant country. A large village, with 
houses of gentry, is on one of the hills to the left. Their 
garden is little, but pretty, and watered with several small 
rivulets among the bushes. Meadows fall down to the 
road; and above, the garden is terminated by another view 
of the river, the city, and the mountains. ’Tis a very 
diminutive principality, with large pretensions. 

I must tell you a quotation I lighted upon t’other day 
from Persius, the application of which has much diverted 
Mr. Chute. You know my Lord Milton, from nephew of 
the old usurer Darner*^ of Dublin, has endeavoured to erect 
himself into the representative of the ancient Barons 
Damory— 

- Momento turbinis exit 

Marcus Dama. 

Apropos, or rather not apropos, I wish you joy of the 
restoration of the dukedom ® in 'your house; though I be¬ 
lieve we both think it very hard upon my Lady Beaulieu. . 


® Captain John MiUor (d. 1798), 
created a Baronet in 1778 ; m. (1766) 
Anna, daughter of Edward Eiggs. 
She inherited a large fortune from 
her grandfather. The house at Bath- 
oaston, near Bath, visited hy Wal¬ 
pole, was built by the Millers. In 
1771 they travelled in Italy. After 
their return Mrs. Miller pubHshod 
Letters from Italy^ which reached 
a second edition. From 1778 until 
her death in 1781 Lady Miller (as she 
then was) presided over a literary 
salon. Those assemblies, to which 
all visitors to Bath of taste and 
fashion were invited, attracted con¬ 
siderable notice, and are mentioned 


(not always with respect) by various 
contemporary writers, including 
Horace Walpole and Madame d’Ar- 
blay. 

Joseph Darner (d. 1720), a Dublin 
merchant. Swift wrote two poems 
on his death, an Elegy and an Epi¬ 
taph. 

® The Earl of Cardigan was created 
Duke of Montagu in November 1766. 
He married the younger of the two 
daughters and co-heiresses of the last 
Duke of Montagu, and his son had 
already been created Baron Montagu 
of Boughton. The elder sister (Lady 
Beaulieu) had no issue. 
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I made a second visit to Lady Lucy and Mra Trevor, and 
saw the latter one night at the Booms. She did not appear 
to me so little altered as in the dusk of her own chamber. 


Adieu. 


Yours ever, 

H. W. 


1147. To Lady Maby Coke. 

It is impossible for me, dear Madam, not to toll you how 
much I was touched at your loss. I will, however, say very 
little, as you know how sincerely I interest myself in what¬ 
ever concerns you. I have the additional reason of having 
known and greatly esteemed your nephew’. May the re¬ 
maining one compensate for what is gone ! When I come 
to town again, I hope to find you recovered from the first 
shock. 


1148. To Sib Hobace Mann. 

Arlington Street, Oct. 26, 1766. 

I CAME to town yesterday from the Bath; and at night 
Lady Hertford told me what an anxious letter you had 
written to old Mr. Larpent^ about rue: she heard it from 
his son, I did not doubt, my dear Sir, your affection to me, 
and therefore this indirect way has not increased my per¬ 
suasion of it. As there was no probability of its coming to 
my knowledge, such an accident might be very satisfactory 
to another; but I am glad to tell you, it has not added 


Letter 1147.— Not in 0. ; reprinted 
from Letters and. Journals of Lady 
Mary Coke^ vol. iii. p. xxii 
^ Tlie Hon. Hew Campbell Scott, 
second son of Lady Mary Coke’s elder 
sister, tke Ootintess of Dalkeith (after¬ 


wards Lady Greenwich), Ho died in 
Paris on Oct 20,1766, 

Letter 1148.—J^hably John 
Larpent, one of the Chief Clerks in 
the Secretary of State’s Ofloe. 
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a grain to my conviction of yoxir sincerity. Indeed, I hoped 
the letter I wrote to you would have reached you as soon 
as that idle paragraph in the newspapers, and would pre¬ 
vent your being alarmed. For the future, pray observe 
that it is not necessary to be of importance; an inconsider¬ 
able person as I am, may, you see, have a palsy in the 
newspapers, though they have none out of them. Very ill 
I was to be sure, and more likely to be quite than half 
dead. My recovery has gone on fast: the Bath waters 
were serviceable to me, though they have not removed the 
pain in my stomach, which comes almost every morning, 
but goes as soon as it has left its name. I don't believe it 
the gout, and am tired of inquiring what it is, which I do 
not perceive tends to its cure. After all the wisdom I have 
heard, and the advice that everybody bestows, I have only 
learnt that if I will do everything I don't like, and nothing 
I do, I may live and be very happy—^indeed I So life is 
like virtue, charming for its own sake I—and yet, though 
I believe few of those who affirm this of virtue, I do believe 
them about life—they have a fondness for its very dregs; 
and would patch and darn it till it has not one thread left 
of the texture for which one wore it at first. What idiots 
we are ! we squander youth, and husband old age; waste 
our money, and cherish the tattered bag that held it! If 
there was a day marked on which youth ceases and age 
commences, I should call that the day of one's death; the 
first would be the death of pleasure, the other is only the 
death of pain; and is that such a grievance ? 

I left Lord Chatham at Bath, in great health and spirits. 
He does not seem to dread his enemies, nor respect them. 
I trust he will be as much justified in the first, as he is 
in the last. I am sure, if the present administration does 
not hold, I don't know whither we are to go next I Lord 
Northumberland and Lord Cardigan are made Dukes. The 
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older earls, you may be sure, are much offended; and 
I think the crown has not acted very wisely in opening 
a new door to solicitations. It has left itself so little to 
bestow, that it is come now to its last fund. 

I expect that it will rather be a busy than a warm winter. 
The consideration of our Indian affairs will be the principal 
object George Grenville will be very tiresome, and as 
teasing as tiresomeness can make him; but I should think 
would not be much supported. His friends the Bedfords 
rather look from him; and the dismissed part of the last 
administration are inclined to lie still. 

We have had grievous disturbances in many parts of 
England about com; but they are pretty well over—but 
for you Tuscans and Komans, you may starve for us. The 
papers say that you have got the Hereditary Prince; if you 
love princes, we can spare you two or three more. Adieu I 

P.S. Sir James Gray goes to Madrid. The embassy has 
been sadly hawked about; not a peer that would take it. 


1149. To THE Comtesse de Poboalquiek. 

Londres, 27 Octobro 176G. 

Je ne pouvais pas concevoir, Madame,^ comment les eaux 
de Bath pouvaient me faire du bien si subitement, mais 
actuellement le myst^re est expliqu^; vous me dites que 
vous avex eu la bont6 de faire des voeux pour le rdtablisse- 
ment de ma sante. Je souhaiterais que je Feusse connu 
plus tot, cela m'aurait ^pargne un voyage d4sagr4able ; 
neanmoins, Madame, ma reconnaissance est si grande qu’au 
Jieu de publier Tobligation que je vous ai, je la tiendrai 


Lktter 1149.—iji C.; now first 
printedfrom copy (in tlie handwriting 
of Wiart, secretary of Mme du 


Deffand) in possession of Mr, W. E. 
Parker-J ervis. 
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secri^te, autrement les infirmes et les goxitteux seraient tous 
les jours k Totre porte pour vous demander vos bonnes 
pri^res ; et ce serait une chose ind^cente de voir k votre 
porte tant d'infirmes, au lieu de soupirants ; ce doit §tre en 
efPet un estropi^ qui vous regarderait comme une madonna, 
et vous serez obligee de cacher vos attraits avant qu’on 
puisse rendre justice h vos vertus; on pent dire la rndme 
chose de votre esprit; soit que vous parliez parfaitement le 
fran^ais, ou moins parfaitement Tanglais — le tout sera ap*? 
prouv6, quoique le vrai m^rite de Fun ni de Fautre ne sera 
connu que quand on aura le temps de preter son attention 
uniquement k ce que vous dites. Vous n’approuverez pas ce 
que je dis parce que vous n^gligez votre beauts, et que vouS 
donnez toute votre attention k cultiver votre coeur et votre 
esprit—mais, Madame, je dois dire la v4rit4, et n’ayant 
rien oubli6 de ce que j’ai vu d’admirable en France, est-il 
possible que tout ce que j’entends de vous efface tout ce 
dont je me souviens ? II n’est pas n^cessaire, Madame, do 
me Sommer de tenir ma promesse, je Fai fait sinc^rement, 
et j’aurai un trop grand plaisir k m’y conformer pour ne 
pas tenir strictement ma parole; rien ne m’empechera 
d’etre k Paris au mois de F4vrier; notre minist^re meme, 
la chose la plus fragile du monde, durera vraisemblablement 
au del^ de cette p6riode ; Milord Chatham est en tr^s bonne 
sant4 k Bath, quoique vous n’ayez pas, Madame, pri6 pour 
lui, et il pourra probablement amener de 1^ quelques nou- 
veaux amis — au moins le Due de Bedfort et lui y demeu- 
rent k deux portes Fun de Fautre. 

Madame la Duchesse d’Aiguillon a eu la bont4 de m’4crire 
au sujet de ma maladie; puis-je vous prior, Madame, de lui 
faire mes trOs humbles remerciments et Fassurer de mes 
respects ? J’aurai Fhonneur de la remercier moi-meme For- 
dinaire prochain. 

Le Marquis de Fitzjames est ici, il paralt aimer beaucoup 
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Londres et il y est tos goiit4. Nous vous avons envoy<^ 
line Ambassadrice tr^s gentille, Madame Bochefort, cepen- 
dant j'esp^re qu’elle nWacera pas mes amies Madame de 
Hertford et la Duchesse de Kichmond. 

Madame du Deifand, suivant sa bont^ ordinaire, a eu 
beaucoup d’^gard pour M. et Madame Fitzroy qui en sont 
charmes et ne cessent de chanter ses louanges; je no pen- 
serais pas aussi bien d’eux que je fais s’ils agissaient autro- 
ment. J’ai le plus grand plaisir du monde d’entendre dire 
que votre amiti6 Fune pour Tautre continue, j’esp^re la 
trouver aussi forte que jamais. 

Je me flatte que la Duchesse de la Valli^re ne m’a pas 
tout a fait oubli4, M. de Cruerchy m'assure que non, et cela 
me cause un plaisir infini. Je souhaite ardemment do 
retrouver cette m§me compagnie h Si Joseph, et je pro- 
mets de ne pas jouer une seule fois h la grande patience, 
quand cette agr^able compagnie sera autour du feu apr^s 
souper. 

J'ai Thonneur d’etre, Madame, yotre trds obligd, tri)s 
obeissant, tos d6vou6, et tr^s humble serviteur, 

Hoeace Walpole. 


1150. To THE Duchesse de Choiseul. 

De Londres, ce 27 Octobro 1766. 

Il y a longtemps, Madame, que j’ai dd me jeter 3i vos 
pieds en reconnaissance des choses obligeantes qui mo ve- 
naient de tous c6t6s sur le compte de vos bont4s pour moi. 
M. de Guerchy, Madame du Deffand, m’en parlaient con- 
tinuellement, mes compatriotes ne cessaient de m’envier, 
mais 4taient trop p6n6tr4s de votre m4rite, Madame, pour 


Letter 1160.-—Hot in C. ; now first 
printed from copy (in the hand¬ 
writing of Wiart, secretary of 
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pouvoir s’en taire, et leur amour propre fit que j’en susse 
une partie de la v<§rit6. TJne longue maladio, et encore plus 
la crainte de vous importuner, m'imposaient silence; mais 
la lettre que M. TAmbassadeur me rendit hier, autorise, 
ordonne mtoe, Feifuaion de ma sensibility. La vie, 
Madame, h laquelle vous daignez vous intyresser me sera 
bien plus prycieuse ; un philosopbe ne tiendrait centre Fhon- 
neur de vous apporter ses bommages, et pour mourir con¬ 
tent il aurait fallu avoir ycrit quelque chose qui fut digne 
de transmettro votre nom h la postyrity. Mais, Madame, 
vous avez mal pris votre temps 5 les Horace d’aujourd’hui 
ne sont point donneurs d’immortality, il faut vous tier h vos 
vertus. 

Ce sera au mois de Pyvrier que je me promets Fhonneur 
de vous marquer, Madame, en personne la sensibility ex¬ 
treme dont je suis pynytry. Mais il y a encore une grice 
que j’oserai vous demander, c’est de m’accorder votre 
protection, Madame, auprys de M. le J)uc de Choiseul. 
C’est f^cheux que je ne saurais attribuer cette ambition 
uniquement h Fenvie qui me possyde de connaitre ce qui 
vous est cher. Mais, Madame, il faut me le pardonner; les 
talents supyrieurs et le caractyre si respectable de M. le 
Due de Choiseul m'ont touchy le coeur. 

Quoique mon pen de myrite et de considyration m’ont 
empdehys jusqu’^ cette heure de Fimportuner trop de mes 
hommages, je suis pemuady qu"un homme pour qui vous 
daignez avoir de la bonty, ne peut que trouver un accueil 
favorable auprys de M. le Due. 

J"ai Fhonneur d’ytre, Madame la Duchesse, avec le plus 
profond respect, votre trys humble, trys obyissant, 
et trys dyvouy serviteur, 

Horace WalpoIiE. 
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1151. To THE Dowageb Duchess d’Aiggilloh. 

Strawberry Hill, Nov. S, 1766. 

One cannot repine, Madame, at some portion of illness, 
when it procures one such marks of goodness as I have 
experienced, especially from your Grace; indeed, it grew 
a little too serious, and I began to think that I should not 
live to pay my debts of gratitude. My Lady Hervey, with 
all her kindness to me, and her partiality, her just par¬ 
tiality, to France, is however in the wrong to attribute any 
part of my illness to my manner of living at Paris. I camo 
from thence perfectly well; and, to say the truth, I ascribe 
much more to the damp air of England than to any course 
of life. Yet I will not say too much against my own 
country, that I may not destroy any little merit I may 
have in returning to Paris this winter. I neither deserve 
nor expect any sacrifice, but am ready to sacrifice anything 
both to your Grace and Madame du Deffand, who have both 
shown me so many marks of kindness and protection. 

Aslinterest myself so much in whatever touches your Grace, 

I must condole with you. Madam, on the iU state of health of 
the Duchess of Fronsac. Though I had the honour of seeing 
her but once, I heard enough in her praise to know that she 
deserves to be lamented on her own account. I hope, Madam, 
you will still have the satisfaction of seeing her recover. 

Mr. Hume has, I own, surprised me, by suifering his 
squabble withEousseau to be published \ He went to Scot¬ 
land determined against it. All his friends gave him the same 
advice; but I see some philosophers can no more keep their 
resolution than other philosophers can keep their temper. 
If he has been over-persuaded from Paris, I suspect that 


L^ettis 1161.—Not in C.; printed 
from copy in H. W.’s hand (marked 
‘ To the Dowager Duchess d’Aiguil¬ 
lon ’) in possession of the late Sir 


T. V. Lister. 

1 Hume’s French literary fritmda 
persuad od him to publish an account 
of Eousseau’s conduct towards him. 
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the advice was not so much given him for his sake, as 
to gratify some spleen against Eousseau, and that his coun¬ 
sellors had a mind to figure in the quarrel; for men of letters 
delight in these silly altercations, though they affect to con¬ 
demn them. It spreads their names, and they are often known 
by their disputes, when they cannot make themselves talked 
of for their talents. For my own part, I little expected to 
see my letter in print, as your Grace tells me it is, for 
I have not yet seen the book. I have neither been asked 
nor given any consent to my letter being published. I do 
not take it ill of Mr. Hume, as I left him at liberty to show 
it to whom he pleased'; I am, however, sorry it is printed: 
not that I am ashamed of any sentiment in it, especially 
since your Grace does me the honour of approving it; but 
I think all literary controversies ridiculous, impertinent, 
and contemptible. The world justly despises them, espe¬ 
cially from the arrogance which modern authors assume. 
I don’t know who the publishers are, nor care; I only hope 
that nobody will think that I have any connection with 
them. Nor have I, though I have played the fool in print, 
so much of the author, as to think myself of consequence 
enough to trouble the world with my letters and quarrels. 
Authors by profession may, at least they generally do, give 
themselves such airs of dignity; but they do not become me. 
However, Madam, I only laugh at all this, for I am no 
philosopher, and therefore am not angry. 

I am told it is asserted that I have owned that the 
letter to Eousseau was not mine; I wish it was not, for 
then it would have been better. I told your Grace, I be¬ 
lieve, what I told to many more, that some grammatical 
faults in it had been corrected for me, for I certainly do not 
pretend to write French well; and it ought to be remarked, 
too, that the letter was not written in the name of a French¬ 
man. I must have been vain indeed if I had flattered 
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myself that I could write French well enough to be mis¬ 
taken for a Frenchman. The book too, I hear, says that 
the real author ought to discover himself. I was the real 
author, and never denied it. But is not it amusing, 
Madam, to hear an anonymous author calling on somebody, 
he does not know whom, to name himself ? And are not 
such authors very respectable? I shall not imitate him, 
nor ask to hear the publisher’s name: I do not believe 
I should be much the wiser for knowing it. 

I am told, too, that my letter to Eousseau is censured in 
this book. It is very mortifying to me, to be sure, that 
when so many persons of taste had been pleased with that 
letter, it should be condemned by higher authority; but it 
is not uncommon for men of taste and men of letters to be 
of a totally different opinion. Nor am I surprised that 
a trifle designed as a jest, and certainly never intended to 
be made public, should be anathematized by their holinesses 
the philosophers and the enemies of Eousseau. It looked 
like candour to blame me, when so real an injury was 
meditated against him as the publication of his absurd letter 
to Mr, Hume. Philosophy is so tender and so scrupulous! 

I beg your Grace’s pardon for troubling you so long. 
You find I am so much of an author, that I contradict 
myself, and think this very foolish controversy important 
enough to employ two pages. Indeed it is not; and if 
I were not alone in the country, I should not have thought 
it worth two lines. Such a real genius as Eousseau cannot 
appear, but he causes all the insignificant scribblers in 
Europe to overwhelm the public with their opinions of him 
and his writings. But he may comfort himself, his works 
will be admired when the compilers of dictionaries and 
mercuries will be as much forgotten as your Grace’s 
Moat obedient humble servant, 

Horace Walpole. 
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1152. To Lord Hailes. 

SlE, Strawberry Hill, Nov. 5, 1766. 

On my return from Bath, I found your very kind and agree¬ 
able present of the papers in King Charles's time', for which 
and all your other obliging favours I give you a thousand 
thanks. 

I was particularly pleased with your just and sensible 
preface against those squeamish or bigoted persons who 
would bury in oblivion the faults and follies of princes, 
and who thence contribute to their guilt; for if princes, 
who living are above control, should think that no censure 
is to attend them when dead, it would be new encourage¬ 
ment to them to play the fool and act the tyrant. When 
they are so kind as to specify their crimes under their own 
hands, it would be foppish delicacy indeed to suppress 
them. I hope you will proceed, Sir, and with the same 
impartiality. It was justice due to Charles to publish the 
extravagances of his enemies too. The comparison can 
never be fairly made, but when we see the evidence on both 
sides. I have done so in the trifles I have published, and 
have as much offended some by what I have said of the 
Presbyterians at the beginning of my third volume of the 
Painters, as I had others by condemnation of King Charles 
in my Noble Authors. In the second volume of my Anec¬ 
dotes I praised him where he deserved praise; for truth is 
my sole object, and it is some proof, when one offends both 
sides. I am, Sir, 

Your most obliged 

and obedient Servant, 

Hoe. Walpole. 

Letter 1152.—Collated with copy the BUtory of Britain in the Reign of 
of original in possession of the His- Charles /, published from the origi- 
torioal Society of Pennsylvania. naU. 
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DeAeSie, Nov. 0,1760. 

You have, I own, surprised me by suffering your quarrel 
with Eousseau to be printed, contrary to your dotorinioation 
when you left London, and against the advice of all your 
best friends here; I may add, contrary to your own nature, 
which has always inclined you to despise literary squabl)h\s, 
the jest and scorn of all men of sense. Indeed, I am sorry 
you have let yourself be over-persuaded, and so are all that 
I have seen who wish you well: I ought rather to use your 
own word extorted. You say your Parisian friends extorted 
your consent to this publication. I believe so. Your good 
sense could not approve what your good heart could not 
refuse. You add, that they told you Eousseau had sent letters 
of defiance against you all over Euro;pe. Good God I my dear 
Sir, could you pay any regard to such fustian ? All Europe 
laughs at being dragged every day into those idle (piarrelB, 
with which Europe only wipes its backside. Your fritmds 
talk as loftily as of a challenge between ChaiioB the Fiftli 
and Francis the First. What are become of all tho contro¬ 


versies since the days of Scaliger and Scioppius, of IhllingB- 
gate memory? Why, they sleep in oblivion, till some 
Bayle drags them out of their dust, and takes mighty pains 
to ascertain the date of each author's death, which is of no 
more consequence to the world than the day of his birth. 
Many a country squire quarrels with his neighbour about 
game and manors; yet they never print their wrangles, 
though as much abuse passes between them as if they could 
quote all the philippics of the learned. 

You have acted, as I should have expected if you would 
print, with sense, temper, and decency, and, what is still 
more uncommon, with your usual modesty. Even to this 
day that race ape the dictatorial tone of the commentators 
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at the restoration of learning, when the mob thought that 
Greek and Latin could give men the sense which they 
wanted in their native languages. But Europe is now 
grown a little wiser, and holds these magnificent pretensions 
in proper contempt. 

What I have said is to explain why I am sorry my letter 
makes a part of this controversy. When I sent it to you, 
it was for your justification; and, had it been necessary, 
I could have added as much more, having been witness to 
your anxious and boundless friendship for Rousseau. I told 
you, you might make what use of it you pleased. Indeed, 
at that time I did not—could not think of its being printed, 
you seeming so averse to any publication on that head. 
However, I by no means take it ill, nor regret my part, if it 
tends to vindicate your honour. 

I must confess that I am more concerned that you have 
suffered my letter to be curtailed; nor should I have con¬ 
sented to that if you had asked me. I guessed that your 
friends consulted your interest less than their own inclina¬ 
tion to expose Rousseau; and I think their omission of 
what I said on that subject proves I was not mistaken in 
my guess. My letter hinted, too, my contempt of learned 
men and their miserable conduct. Since I was to appear in 
print, I should not have been sorry that that opinion should 
have appeared at the same time. In truth, there is nothing 
I hold so cheap as the generality of learned men; and I 
have often thought that young men ought to be made 
scholars, lest they should grow to reverence learned block¬ 
heads, and think there is any merit in having read more 
foolish books than other folks; which, as there are a 
thousand nonsensical books for one good one, must be 
the case of any man who has read much more than other 
people. 

Your friend D’Alembert, who, I suppose, has read a vast 

r 2 
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deal, is, it seems, offended with my letter to Eoiisseau. He 
is certainly as much at liberty to blame it, as I was to write 
it. Unfortunately, he does not convince me; nor can I 
think but that if Eousseau may attack all governments and 
all religions, I might attack him: especially on his affecta¬ 
tion and affected misfortunes; which you and your editors 
have proved are affected, D’Alembert might bo offended at 
Eousseau’s ascribing my letter to him; and he is in the 
right. I am a very indifferent author; and there is nothing 
so vexatious to an indifferent author as to be confounded 
with another of the same class. I should be sony to have 
his eloges and translations of scraps of Tacitus laid to me. 
However, I can forgive him anything, provided he never 
translates me. Adieu 1 my dear Sir. I am apt to laugh, 
you know, and therefore you will excuse me, though I do 
not treat your friends up to the pomp of their claims. 
They may treat me as freely: I shall not laugh tho less, 
and I promise you I will never enter into a controverBy 
with them. 

Yours most sincerely, 

Hob. Walpole. 

H54. To David Hume. 

Arlington Street, Nov. 11,1706. 

Ikdeed, dear Sir, it was not necessary to make me any 
apology. D’Alembert is certainly at liberty to say what ho 
pleases of my letter; and undoubtedly you cannot think 
that it signifies a straw to me what he says. But how can 
you be surprised at his printing a thing that he sent you so 
long ago ? All my surprise consists in your suffering him 
to curtail my letter to you, when you might be sure he 
would print his own at length. I am glad, however, that 
he has mangled mine: it not only shows his equity, but is 
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the strongest presumption that he was conscious I guessed 
right, when I supposed he urged you to publish, from his 
own private pique to Eousseau. 

What you surmise of his censuring my letter because 
I am a friend of Madame du Deffand’, is astonishing 
indeed, and not to be credited, unless you had suggested it. 
Having never thought him anything like a superior geniuSj 
as you term him, I concluded his vanity was hurt by 
Eousseau's ascribing my letter to him ; but, to carry resent¬ 
ment to a woman, to an old and blind woman, so far as 
to hate a friend of hers, gui ne lui avoit point fait de mdl, 
is strangely weak and lamentable. I thought he was a 
philosopher, and that philosophers were virtuous, upright 
men, who loved wisdom, and were above the little passions 
and foibles of humanity. I thought they assumed that 
proud title as an earnest to the world, that they intended to 
be something more than mortal; that they engaged them¬ 
selves to be patterns of excellence, and would utter no 
opinion, would pronounce no decision, but what they 
believed the quintessence of truth; that they always acted 
without prejudice and respect of persons. Indeed, we know 
that the ancient philosophers were a ridiculous composition 
of arrogance, disputation, and contradictions; that some of 
them acted against all ideas of decency j that others affected 
to doubt of their own senses; that some, for venting un¬ 
intelligible nonsense, pretended to think themselves superior 
to kings; that they gave themselves airs of accounting for 
all that we do and do not see—and yet, that no two of them 
agreed in a single hypothesis; that one thought fire, another 
water, the origin of all things ; and that some were even so 

LETni;Ell54.— MadameduBeffand of Madame du Deffand, Milo, de 
and D’Alembert had quarrelled. The I’Espinasse was dismissed by the 
cause of the breach was D’Alembert’s Marquise in 1768, and thenceforth 
preference for the society of MHo* presided over a rival sdUm. 
de I’Espinasse, a former companion 
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8(l)SU!r(i flnd impioiiSj fls to displfl-co Gody Jind ontlirono iiijitloi 
in His place. I do not mean to disparage such wise men, 
for we are really obliged to them: they anticipatod and 
helped us off with an exceeding deal of nonsonso, through 
which we might possibly have passed, if they had not pre¬ 
vented us. But, when in this enlightened ago, as it is 
called, I saw the term philosophers revived, I concluded the 
jargon would be omitted, and that we should bo blessed 
with only the cream of sapience; and one had more reason 
still to expect this from any superior genius. But, alas I my 
dear Sir, what a tumble is here! Your B’Alomboi*t is 
a mere mortal oracle. Who but would have laughed, if, 
when the buffoon Aristophanes ridiculed Socrates, Plato 
had condemned the former, not for making sport with a 
great man in distress, but because Plato hated some blind 
old woman with whom Aristophanes was acquainted ! 

D’Alembert’s conduct is the more unjust, as I never 
heard Madame du Deffand talk of him above throe times in 
the seven months that I passed at Paris; and never, though 
she does not love him, with any reflection to his prejudice. 
I remember, the first time I ever heard her mention his 
name, I said I have been told he was a good mimic, but 
could not think him a good writer. (Crawford remembers 
this, and it is a proof that I always thought of D’Alcmbort 
as I do now.) She took it up with warmth, dehmdcHl his 
parts, and said he w;as extremely amusing. For her quarrel 
with him, I never troubled my head about it one way or 
other; which you will not wonder at. You know in Eng¬ 
land we read their works, but seldom or never take any 
notice of authors. We think them sufficiently paid if their 
books sell, and of course leave them to their colleges and 
obscurity, by which means we are not troubled with their 
vanity and impertinence. In France, they spoil us; but 
that was no business of mine. I, who am an author, must 
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own this conduct very sensible; for in truth we are a most 
useless tribe. 

That D’Alembert should have omitted passages in which 
you was so good as to mention me with approbation, agrees 
with his peevishness, not with his philosophy. However, 
for God’s sake do not reinstate the passages. I do not love 
compliments, and will never give my consent to receive 
any. I have no doubt of your kind intentions to me, but 
beg they may rest there. I am much more diverted with 
the philosopher D’Alembert’s underhand dealings, than I 
should have been pleased with panegyric even from you. 

Allow me to make one more remark, and I have done 
with this trifling business for ever. Your moral friend 
pronounces me ill-natured for laughing at an unhappy man 
who had never offended me, Eousseau certainly never did 
offend me. I believed, from many symptoms in his writings, 
and from what I heard of him, that his love of singularity 
made him choose to invite misfortunes, and that he hung 
out many more than he felt. I, who affect no philosophy, 
nor pretend to more virtue than my neighbours, thought 
this ridiculous in a man who is really a sujperior genius, and 
joked upon it in a few lines never certainly intended to 
appear in print. The sage D’Alembert reprehends this— 
and where ? In a book published to expose Eousseau, and 
which confirms by serious proofs what I had hinted at in 
jest. What! does a philosopher condemn me, and in the 
very same breath, only with ten times more ill-nature, act 
exactly as I had done? Oh, but you will say, Eousseau 
had offended D’Alembert by ascribing the King of Prussia’s 
letter to him. Worse and worse: if Eousseau is unhappy, 
a philosopher should have pardoned. Eevenge is so un¬ 
becoming the rex regum, the man who is praeeipA>e sanus — 
nisi cum pituita molesta est If Eousseau’s misfortunes are 
affected, what becomes of my ill-nature? In short, my 
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dear Sir to conclude as D’Alembert concludes his book, 
I do believe in the virtue of Mr. Hume, but not much in 
that of philosophers. Adieu! 

Youi-s over, 

II, Walpole. 

P.S. It occurs to me, that you may be apprehensive of 
my being indiscreet enough to let D’Alembort learn your 
suspicions of him on Madame du Deifjmd’s account! but 
you may be perfectly easy on that head. l?houf.^h I like 
such an advantage over him, and should bo glad ho saw 
this letter, and knew how little formidable I think him, 
I shall certainly not make an ill use of a private letter, and 
had much rather waive any triumph, than give a friend 
a moment’s pain. I love to laugh at an importinont savant, 
but respect learning when joined to such goodness as yours, 
and never confound ostentation and modesty. 

I wrote to you last Thursday; and, by Lady Hertford’s 
advice, directed my letter to Nine Wells®: I hope you will 
receive it. 


1155. To SiE Hoeace Mann. 

Arlington. Street, IS, 1760. 

Yott have surpassed yourself, and I redly give you 
a million of thanks. Your attentions to the Mar<|uis do 
Boufflers^ have been re-echoed to me from Paris, Ilis 
mother deserved it so little of me, that I am charmed to 
have returned it in so civil a style. You could scarce have 
pleased me more, if it had been my best friend. 

The Parliament met the day before yesterday, and Lord 


2 In Berwickslure j the birthplace quis, do Boufflors-Eouvol, W'loni- 
and occasional residence of Hume. mended to Mann in a provioug 

Lsttkr 1166. — 1 Comte, not Har- letter. 
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Chatham’s good genius is still constant to him. His two 
brothers-in-law are left in the suds. The Duke of Bedford 
and his court have been trafficking to come in, and though 
the bargain is not struck, they have deserted Grenville. 
The Duke himself spoke with much temper, and not one of 
his dependants showed themselves in the House of Commons. 
Should they even return to opposition, it will but double 
their disgrace, having so openly advertised themselves on 
sale. Lord Temple and Grenville were warm, though not 
personal, and you may be sure, not concise. They could 
not raise a division in either House. The elder had been 
as little successful the day before. He went to the Lord 
Mayor’s feast, and dragged along with him that wise moppet. 
Lord Lyttelton: but they could not raise a shout for them¬ 
selves, or a hiss for anybody else, but one who wishes no 
better to Lord Chatham than they do. The Master of the 
Eolls^ was mistaken for Lord Mansfield, and insulted. This 
latter was reduced on Tuesday to make a speech against pre¬ 
rogative —yes, yes; and then was so cowed by Lord Camden, 
and the very sight of Lord Chatham, that he explained away 
half he had said. The Duke of Newcastle, Lord Kocking- 
ham, tod the late ministers declare against opposition: 
Lord Temple goes out of town on Sunday, and though there 
will be long days, it will only be from George Grenville’s 
long speeches. There will be very few even of those before 
Christmas. I have seldom sent you a better account. 

Shall I send you an Italian story ? Why, yes; one don’t 
always know what is doing at next door. The Abb4 Gius- 
tiniani, a noble Genoese, wrote last year a panegyric in 
verse on the Empress-Queen. She paid him with a gold 
snuff-box set with diamonds, and a patent of Theologian. 
Finding the trade so lucrative, he wrote another on the 
King of Prussia, who sent him a horn box, telling him that 
Sir Thomas SewoU. 
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he knew his vow of poverty would not lot him touch gold ; 
and that having no theologians, he had sent him a patont 
to be captain of horse in those very troops that ho had com¬ 
mended so much in his verses! I am persuaded that tho 
saving of the gold and the brilliants was not tho part which 
pleased his Majesty the least. 

The Duke of Portland is married to Lady Dorothy Caven¬ 
dish®, and Lord Mountstuart to a rich ugly Miss Windsor*. 
No other news, but the publication of tho quarrid botwoon 
Mr. Hume and Eousseau, of which fow think hero, though 
a great object at Paris, and of which I hope you havo never 
heard. I make a figure in it, much against my will, having 
great contempt for literary squabbles; but they are moat 
and drink to those fools the litterati. Adieu ! 

1156. To SiE Hokaoe Mann. 

Arlington Sfcroot, Boc. 8, 1760, 

We have been in so strange and uncertain a situation 
lately that though I am always very punctual in giving you 
warning of any revolution, I could not till this V(»ry post 
say a word that would have tended to anything hut to 
puzzle and alarm you. I now think tho cloud pretty well 
dispersed, and am rather tranquil about what I feared th<^ 
most. The internal agitations of factions are less efisily 
described than public events, or even than parliamentary 
occurrences; however, I will relate to you as briefly as 
I can, what has or had like to have happened. 

About three weeks ago Lord Chatham suddenly removed 
Lord Edgeumbe from being Treasurer of the Household, to 

3 Only daughter of fourth Duke of first Viscount Windsor; m. (Ni>v. 
of Devonshire. 1, 1766) John Stuart, .Dord Monnt- 

^ Hon. Charlotte Jane Windsor stuart, oldest son of third Earl of 
(d. 1800), eldest daughter and co-heir Bute. 
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make room for Mr. Skelley ^ (no very commendable choice), 
and without the knowledge of Mr. Conway, who was hurt 
both at the neglect of himself and the disgrace of one of his 
friends. The rest of the late administration, who remained, 
and still more they who had been set aside, were highly 
offended. Mr. Conway tried every method of satisfying 
Lord Edgcumbe, but Lord Chatham was inflexible, especially 
as the party had threatened to resign. While Mr. Conway 
was labouring a reconciliation, indeed with little prospect of 
accomplishing it, his friends flew out and left him, without 
any previous notice, on the opening of the great question on 
the East Indies^. This was very unkind behaviour to him, 
and was followed by the resignations of the Duke of Port¬ 
land Lord Besborough Lord Scarborough ®, Lord Monson 
Sir Charles Saunders^, and one or two more. Not content 
with this. Lord Eockingham and the Cavendishes have 
never ceased endeavouring to persuade Mr. Conway to 
resign. Lord Chatham paid him the greatest compliments, 
and declared how difficult it would be for him to go on 


Lkttick 1166. —Afterwards Sir 
John Sliolloy. Walpole. 

" Lord Chatham had a scheme for 
an inixuiry into the East India Com¬ 
pany’s aifairs in Bongjal. ‘ With 
indignation, ho behold threo Indian 
provinces, an omi:)iro themselves, in 
tho hands of a company of merchants 
who, anthorizod by their charter to 
traffic on tho coast, had usurped so 
mighty a portion of his dominions 
from tho Prince who permitted their 
commerce with his subjects.... Above 
any view of sharing tho plunder 
himself, ho saw a prey that tempted 
him to make it more his country’s. 
By throats to intimidate tho Com¬ 
pany, and incline them to offer 
largely towards tho necessities of 
Government, was the least part of 
his idea. Such a tribute would stand 
in tho place of now taxes, or relievo 


he induce the Parliament to think 
tho Company had exceeded the 
powers of their charter, the whole 
property of their territorial acqui¬ 
sitions might bo doomed forfeited 
for tho crown ; this would be a bribe 
with which low ministers could pur¬ 
chase tho smiles of their master. . .. 
On tho 26th [of November] tho plan 
was first intimated to tho House by 
Lord Chatham’s confidant, Alderman 
Bockford, who moved to take into 
consideration the state of the East 
India Company’s affairs.’ {Memoirs 
of George JJ/, od. 1894, vol. ii. pp. 
276, 277, 279.) 

^ Lord Chamhorlain. 

^ Joint Postmaster-General, 
s Cofferer of the Household. 

® Chief Justice in Eyre south of 
Trent. 

First Lord of the Admiralty. 
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without him. The Duke of Grafton was alarmed to tho 
utmost, from his affection for him, and Lord Hertford and I, 
seeing the factious and treacherous behaviour of his friends, 
and t.hinHng it full as proper that he should govern them 
as they him, have done everything in our power to stop 
|iim j and I now at last flatter myself that he will not quit. 

Well ; still the places were vacant, and it was nocossaiy 
to get recruits: a negotiation, begun at Bath, was renewed 
with the Duke of Bedford and his friends ; and Lord Gower, 
the most impatient of that squadron to return to court, wm 
dispatched by Lord Chatham to Woburn, and returned tho 
very next day, with full compliance on tho Duko^s part. 
Mr. Grenville in the meantime was not idle, but employed 
others of that faction to traverse it. The Duke would listen 
to no remonstrances, but arrived himself in two days, very 
moderate in his intended proposals. To his great surprise 
he learned that two, if not three, of the vacant posts had 
been disposed of in that short interval; Sir Edward Hawko 
being made First Lord ot the Admiralty, and Sir l^iorcy 
Brett* another commissioner. The Grenvillians blow up 
this disappointment, and instead of modt^st demamis, tho 
Duke went to Lord Chatham with a list of frionda, largo 
enough to fill half the places under tho Government. This 
was as flatly refused; the Duke went away in wrath—and 
is to be brought up again this week to vote against the 
court. The consequence of all this is, the junction of Lord 
Chatham and Lord Bute, and the full suppoxi of the crown 
being given to the former. This has already appeared with 
much dclatj for on an ill-advised division on Friday last, 
Grenville and the Bedfords were but forty-eight, tho court 
one hundred and sixty-six—a great victory in such a dubious 
moment, and which I hope will fix the administration. Tho 

ro^d companions on Wi voyage 
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minority may be increased possibly to-morrow by twenty 
more on the East Indian affair, if the Cavendishes and 
Yorkes carry to it all their little strength. 

The Duke of Ancaster is Master of the Horse, and Lord 
Delaware succeeds him in the same post to the Queen; 
Lord Hilsborough and Lord Despencer are joint Postmasters, 
Nugent First Lord of Trade, and Stanley Cofferer. 

This is enough to give you some idea of the late hurricane. 
I have just received yours of November 18th, with an account 
of your disorder, and the arrival of Lady Holland. I wish 
your letter had been dated a few days later, that I might be 
sure you had not suffered by your rash attentions to her. 
You would like her much if you knew her more, as I hope 
you will at her return. It will be extraordinary indeed if 
Lord Holland recovers enough to return with her. 

Our burlettas will make the fortunes of the managers. 
The Buona Figliuola \ which has more charming music than 
ever I heard in a single piece, is crowded every time; the 
King and Queen scarce ever miss it. Lovattini is incom¬ 
parable, both for voice and action. But the serious opera, 
which is alternate, suffers for it. Guarducci’s voice is 
universally admired, but he is lifeless, and the rest of the 
company not to be borne. Adieu ! and let me hear you are 
quite well, 

1157. To Q-eobge Montagu. 

strawberry Hill, Dec. 12, 1766. 

Pbay what are you doing? 

Or reading or feeding? 

Or drinking or thinking? 

Or praying or playing? 

Or walking or talking? 

Or riding about to your neighbours? 

® Ceeehina^ ossia la buona Figliuola^ an extremely popular buffo opera by 
Niccola Piccini (1728-1800). 
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I am sure you are not writing, for I have not had a w’-ord 
from you this century—nay, nor you from mo. In truth, 
we have had a busy month, and many grumbles of a state- 
quake ; but the session has however ended very triumphantly 
for the great EarP—I mean, we are adjourned for the holi¬ 
days for above a month, after two divisions of 16() to 48, and 
140 to 56. The Earl chaffered for the Bedfords, and who 
so willing as they? However, the bargain wont oil, and 
they are forced to return to George Grenville. Lord Eocking- 
ham and the Cavendishes have made a jaunt to the same 
quarter, but could carry only eight along with them, which 
swelled that little minority to 56. I trust and 1 hope it 
will not rise higher in haste. Your cousin^, I hoar, has 
been two hours with the Earl, but to what purpose I know 
not. Nugent is made Lord Clare, I think to no purpose 
at all. 

I came hither to-day for two or three days, and to (uxipty 
my head. The weather is very warm and comfortable. 
When do you move your tents southward ? 

I left little like news in town, except politics. That 
pretty young woman. Lady Fortrose, Lady Harrington’s 
eldest daughter, is at the point of death, kilhxl, lik(^ Lady 
Coventry and others, by white lead, of which nothing <!ould 
break her. Lord Beauchamp is going to marry the s<KU)nd 
Miss Windsor I It is odd that those two ugly girls, though 
such great fortunes, should get the two best figures in 
England, him and Lord Mountstuart. 

The Duke of York is erecting a theatre at his own palace, 
and is to play Lothario in the Fair Penitent hhusolf. 
Apropos, have you seen that delightful paper composed out 


Lktteb 1157.—I The Earl of Chat¬ 
ham. 

2 The Earl of Halifax. 

3 Hon. Alicia Elizabeth Windsor 
(d, 1772), second daughter and oo- 


^ir of first Viscount Wiiuisor; m. 
IVancis Seymour, Visoount Uemu- 
^amp, oldest son of first Earl of 
Hertford. 
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of scraps in the newspapers^? I laughed till I cried, and 
literally burst out so loud, that I thought Favre, who was 
waiting in the next room, would conclude I was in a fit— 
I mean the paper that says, 

This day his Majesty will go in great state 
To fifteen notorious common Prostitutes, &c., &c. 

It is the newest piece of humour, except the Bath Guide, 
that I have seen of many years. Adieu ! Do let me hear 
from you soon. How does brother John? 

Yours ever, 

H. W. 


1158. To George Montagu. 

Arlington Street, Dec. 16, 1766. 

I WROTE to you last post on the very day I ought to have 
received yours, but being at Strawberry, did not get it in 
time. Thank you for your offer of a doe; you know when 
I dine at home here it is quite alone, and venison frightens 
my little meal j yet, as half of it is designed for dimidium 
animae meae Mrs. Clive (a pretty round half), I must not 
refuse it. Venison will make such a figure at her Christmas 
gambols ! only let me know when and how I am to receive 
it, that she may prepare the rest of her banquet; I will take 
care to convey it to her, 

I don’t like your wintering so late in the country. Adieu! 

Yours ever, 

H. W. 


^ A nmi way of reading News- Cursor ’ was Caleb ‘Wbitefoord (d. 
papers, by Papyrius Cursor. Seo 1810), mentioned in Goldsmitb’s 
Oent Mag. 1766, p, 687 ‘Papyrius Ectaliation, 



80 


To George Montagu [i767 

1159. To Geoege Moktagu. 

Tuesday, Jan. 18 [1767], 

I AM going to eat some of your venison, and dare to say 
it is very good—I am sure you are; and thank you for it. 
Catherine’, I do not doubt, is up to the elbovs^s in currant 
jelly and gratitude. 

I have lost poor Louis ^ who died last week at Straw¬ 
berry. He had no fault but what has fallen upon himself, 
poor soul! drinking; his honesty and good nature wore 
complete; and I am heartily concerned for him, which 
I shall seldom say so sincerely. 

There has been printed a dull complimentary letter to 
me on the quarrel of Hume and Kousseau, In one of the 
Keviews they are so obliging as to say I wrote it myself- it is 
so dull that I should think they wrote it themselves ; a kind 
of abuse I should dislike much more than their criticiem. 

Are you not frozen, perished ? How do you keep yourself 
alive on your mountain? I scarce stir from my fireside. 

I have scarce been at Strawberry for a day this whole 
Christmas, and there is less appearance of a thaw to-day 
than ever. There has been dreadful havoc at Margate and 
Aldborough, and along the coast. At Calais the sea rose 
above sixty feet perpendicular, which makes people conclude 
there has been an earthquake somewhere or other. I shall 
not think of my journey to France yet; I suffered too much 
with the cold last year at Paris, where they have not the 
least idea of comfortable, but sup in stone halls, with all 
the doors open. 

Adieu! I must go dress for the Drawing Eoom of tho 
Princess of Wales. Yours ever 

IL W. 


Lettbe 1159. — Catherine Olive. 
One of Horace Walpole’s servants. 
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1160. To Sir Horace Mann. 

Arlington Street, Jan. 21, 1767. 

You will think it long, my dear Sir, since I wrote to you ; 
which makes me write now, though I have had, nor have, 
anything new to tell you. The Parliament has been 
adjourned for a month, and is but just reassembled. The 
affair of the East India Company, which promised trouble, 
has taken a favourable turn, and they have agreed to treat 
with the ministry, which will prevent the bargain from 
being haggled in Parliament, if the parties can come to 
any agreement. Lord Temple and George Grenville have 
laboured to their utmost to make the usurpation of three 
Indian provinces, or rather kingdoms, pass for private 
property; and private property is always willing to profit 
of the most favourable construction, and to be wonderfully 
fond of liberty. Tis all the obligation a free country has 
to the rich. Lord Chatham is laid up with the gout at 
Bath; but the opposition is so insignificant, that we can 
afford to wait for him. 

We have a most dreadful winter, the coldest I ever 
remember, for you know I was with you in 1740 and 1741. 
Last year was bitter, but I flattered myself that the season 
was worse at Paris than at London. It lasted four months: 
I hope this, which is scarce a month old, will be of much 
shorter duration. 

I am labouring to get you two black dogs \ but find it the 
most difficult thing in the world, as you require them very 
small. The very little ones are generally but one of a litter. 
Lord Dacre has a bitch now with puppy, and has promised 
me one. I must be sure of the parents, or they might seem 
pretty and turn out large and ugly. 

Lettkr 1160.—^ Hann wished to of Tuscany by presenting her with 
make his court to the Grand Duchess two King Charles’ spaniels. 

WALPOLE, vn G 
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I can say little or nothing to your riband. I meddle 
with nothing; and without repeating what I have said in 
my former letters, I can only remind you that I have cause 
not to choose to have obligations. You are the single person 
for whom I have forced myself to ask a favour. I have 
peremptorily refused every soul besides, how nearly soever 
they were related to me. I must ask if I would obtain, for 
assure yourself, no favours will be thrown in my way; and 
when I have passed my life in studying the service of others, 
and have heaped endless favours, you may believe I have 
too much pride to desire a return of some of them. I can 
say no more in a letter, but beg you to excuse mo from 
interfering about your riband. I did obtain what was 
essential to you—but a mind that has any generosity cannot 
be claiming debts: I had rather forget what is due to me. 
Lord Beauchamp is going to be married to Miss Windsor, 
a great heiress, and sister-in-law to Lord Mount Stewart. 
Lord Hertford is already remarkably in favour with the 
King. Lord Beauchamp always mentions you, and but 
t’other night mentioned you with the greatest kindness. 
Write to him, and if he speaks of it, I will encourage him 
—but I have done with those things myself, and having too 
much experience to believe it possible to make a real friend, 

I should scorn to ask favours of those, for whose interests 
I most certainly shall never give myself a moment’s trouble 
more. I can learn to feel no friendship, but I cannot learn 
to profess one where I have it not. Ostentation is contrary 
.to my character, and repugnant to the dignity of one’s own 
mind. ’Tis a falsehood to pretend to- have interest, when 
one has none. I therefore tell you plainly the truth. 

I have all my life missed the fairest opportunities; and 
am glad I have, because I should blush if I had ever owed 
anything to solicitation. Ambition bustles; but I never 
had any. Pride, which I have, likes homage; but is not 
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mean enough to canvas for it, because, whatever it likes, it 
cannot be really content with anything but its own 
approbation. I feel that to the most comfortable degree; 
and I am sure, my dear Sir, you will not wish to deprive 
me of the satisfaction I feel when I say to myself, ‘ I have 
shunned every advantage of fortune when it would have 
laid me under obligation to any man who did not deserve 
my esteem.’ Adieu I 

23ra. 

We had plenty of comfortable rain yesterday, and the 
weather is much softened. 

1161. To Sir Horace Manit. 

Arlington Street, Feb. 18, 1767. 

Mb. Worseley’s servant has brought me the parcel of 
letters safe, and yesterday I received yours of the 27th of last 
January, with an account of your distresses on the etiquette 
between your plaything court and our travelling boys. 
In truth, both sides are childish, and yet I am disposed 
to favour the latter, and so I think should you too. What 
is so insignificant as a Duke of Tuscany? And does his 
being a slip of Austrian pride make him a jot more 
important? Three years ago we were confessedly the 
masters of Europe; and I trust we shall not waive our 
pretensions without a struggle. An English member of 
Parliament is part of the legislature, and what is a Tuscan 
nobleman part of? Has not that haughty Empress-Queen 
been our pensioner? An English merchant may beget 
gentlemen, if he pleases; a poor slave with a long pedigree 
begets nothing but more parchment. A Montmorency’s 
genealogy only proves how long the family has been 
vassals. In short, I approve of bearding all other courts, 
and particularly an Austrian one, for their ingratitude. 


G 2 
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I am sure Lord Chatham’s spirit wHl approve your showing 
any: we shall bow nowhere while he is minister. He is 
stiU at Bath, but everything goes on smoothly. We have 
two oppositions; that of the late ministry, and that of its 
predecessors; both very contemptible, and so they would 
still be were they united; however, while they keep 
separated, ’tis Grenville’s only that is odious. 

We have no news, but the deaths of some young people 
of rank. The house of Norfolk has lost its heir' of that 
line; the next branch is Howard of Greystock^ who is 
haK mad; yet thither the title must go. It is believod in 
our coffee-houses that this last young man was poisoned by 
the Jesuits, who apprehended his turning Protestant. The 
young Lady Suffolk is dead too (Lord Trevor’s daughter), 
and Lord Harrington’s eldest daughter (Lady Fortrose), who 
has killed herself by wearing white. She is not the first 
instance; and yet that madness continues. 

Nothing is so much in fashion as the Btiona JS'^glimla. 
The second part was tried, but did not succeed half so well, 
and they have resumed the first part, which is crowded even 
behind the scenes. The serious operas are seldom played ; 
for though Guarducci is so excellent, the rest of the per¬ 
formers are abominable, and he cannot draw a quarter of an 
audience alone. 

. I am thinking of another little journey to Paris,—not for 
pleasure; a little for health, as the air there and motion 
agree with me, and still more to see my charming blind old 
woman, Madame du Deffand. As I am got so much out of 
the world here, you will not suspect me of hunting diversions 
there. I am not ill, but not quite well. They tell mo my 


Lbttbb 1161, — 1 Edward (1744- 
1767), son of Philip Howard, fifth son 
of Lord Thomas Howard, second 
son of sixth Luhe of Horfolk, Edward 
Howard was nephew of the ninth 


Duke of Horfolk. 

2 Charles Howard ot Groystook 
succeeded as tenth Buko of Norfolk 

in 1777 
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disorder is only nervous ; and I believe so, unless, wbich is 
more probable, it is growing towards old. One’s spirits, 
even mine, may diminish, without being positively ill. 
I take it as it comes, and am very indifferent about it. 
I have seen and remember so much, that my life already 
appears very long; nay, the first part seems to have been 
a former life, so entirely are the persons worn out who were 
on the stage when I came into the world. You must 
consider, as my father was minister then, I almost came 
into the world at three years old. I was ten when I was 
presented to George I, two nights before he left England 
the last time. This makes me appear very old to myself, 
and Methuselah to young persons, if I happen to mention it 
before them. If I see another reign, which is but too 
probable, what shall I seem then ? I will tell you an odd 
circumstance. Near ten years ago, I had already seen six 
generations in one family, that of Waldegrave. I have 
often seen, and once been in a room with Mrs. Godfrey*, 
mistress of James II. It is true she doted ; then came her 
daughter the old Lady Waldegrave^, her son the ambassador®; 
his daughter, Lady Harriot Beard®; her daughter, the 
present Lady Powis ; and she has children who may be 
married in five or six years ,* and yet I shall not be very 
old if I see two generations more! but if I do I shall be 
superannuated, for I think I talk already like an old nurse. 
Adieu! 

* Arabella Churcbill, sister of ® Wife to Lord Edward Herbert, 
John, first Duke of Marlborough. second son of the Marquis of Powis. 
Walpole. Walpole. — She naarried secondly 

4 Henrietta Eitz-Jamos, daughter John Board, the singer, 
of King James II. Walpole. Barbara Antonia, married to her 

® James, first Earl of Waldegrave. cousin the first Earl of Powis, Wal- 
Walpole, pole. 
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1162. To John Hutchins (?). 

Arlington Street, Fob. 17, 1767. 

In the autumn I turned over Vertue's MSS. to see if 
I could find anything satisfactory for you relating to 
Sir James Thornhill, but indeed I could not. There is 
nothing, but some few notices relating to his works, tho 
principal of which were the cupola of St. PauTs and his 
paintings at Greenwich. I believe it would bo your best 
way to apply to his daughter, Mrs. Hogarth, widow of tho 
famous painter. I believe she still lives at tho Golden 
Head in Leicester Fields. To be sure she would be glad 
to contribute to the illustration of her fathers memory. 
I am sorry it is not in my power, Sir, to give you bettor 
information, and am. 

Sir, 

Your humble Servant, 

Hob. Walpole. 

P.S. I shall immediately send and subscribe, Sir, to 
your work. 


1163. To Sib Hoeaoe Mank. 


Monday morning, Marcli 2nd, 1707. 

You will not be much surprised, nor totally dismayed, 
I hope, to hear that the ministry have been beaten in the 
House of Commons. At least you will not bo more 
astonished than they were who gained the victory. They 
could scarce believe it. They have once this winter divided 
but sixteen; and now, slap I were two hundred and six. 


Lettee 1162.--Not in 0. ; now first 
printed firom original in possession 
or Messrs. H. Sotheran & Co., 140 
Strand, W.O. No name of addressee, 


but probably written to John Kut- 
cMns (1698-1778), author of tho 
Mistory and Antiquities qf the Countu 
of Dorset, ^ 
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I vrill tell you the eyent, the certain consequences, and the 
causes. The probable consequences are very doubtful. 

Last Friday George Grenville, who during his own 
administration had declared he thought he should be able 
to take off one shilling in four of the land tax in the year 
1767, was at least as glad to spread that doctrine now as he 
could have been if minister still. It is a captivating bait 
to the country gentlemen, and the approach of a general 
election made it important for them to vote for it. They 
were brought to town: the late outed ministers, forgetting 
their actions and declarations against Grenville in their 
new hatred to Lord Chatham, joined in the cry. In short, 
when we came to a division, we were but 188; they 206. 
There was still a possibility of reversing this vote to-day, as 
it had only passed through the committee ; but as the court 
does not doubt its own strength on other questions, it was 
not thought prudent to rivet the new alliance together, nor 
venture a second defeat on the most popular question they 
can have. 

The certain consequences are, the loss of the tax, five 
hundred thousand pounds, the diminution of credit, and 
a year lost of lowering the debt; that is, in more essential 
words, a year of means lost in another war. 

The causes of this event were the absence of Lord Chatham, 
who has lingered at Bath and Marlborough till so ill, that 
he could not come to town. No business was done: the 
other ministers were uneasy or inactive. The opposition 
seized the moment, and collected all their strength. Still 
this would not have signified; but the friends of the court 
were so inapprehensive of any defeat, that many of them 
privately and separately consulted their own popularity, and 
were actually engaged in the division, before they had any 
notion of being in the minority. 

For the probable consequences, you will immediately con- 
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elude, as the opposition does, or pretends to do, that there 
must be a change of the administration. It is not common 
for a beaten ministry to stand its ground; and this is almost 
the only instance of the crown losing a tax. Mr. Pelham 
indeed lost the sugar tax, but it was in his outset, and 
when he had not favour, but was betrayed by his competitor 
Lord Granville; yet Mr. Pelham stood the blow, and so may 
Lord Chatham if he pleases. The King is resolved to support 
him: Lord Bute falls into the hands of his most detested 
enemy Grenville, if the latter triumphs; and the lato 
ministers cannot carry Grenville on their backs to St. James’s, 
without contradicting all their actions and professions, and 
losing all character. Oh, but you will cry, ^They are 
dipped already; they have shaken the credit of their 
country, to gratify their revenge.’ It is very true; but 
before they force St. James’s, there must be some partition 
of the spoils agreed on. Lord Kockingham is as ambitious 
as Grenville himself, and has the same object in view, and 
is totally unfit for it; and, in truth, that party have never 
shone by their abilities. Grenville could allow them 
nothing but what would disgrace them. Another obstaclo 
is, that the City is much displeased with the loss of the 
tax; and the City looks a little farther, and knows a little 
better than a parcel of Tory squires, what is necessary to 
government. 

Still I advise you to be prepared. This coimtiy is so 
split into factions, and in so fluctuating a state; wo have 
seen so many sudden revolutions in six years, that wo must 
not yet look on any establishment as very permanent. The 
court will certainly try anything but absolute force, to keep 
out Grenville, who has offended and wounded Lord Bute 
past hope of reconciliation ; and should they meet again by 
necessity, neither can, in the nature of things, trust the 
other; for when no obligations could bind Grenville, would 
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his promises, when victorious, bind him? Lord Chatham 
lay at Eeading last night, and will be here to-day; if he 
exerts his ancient spirit, and approaches nearer to Lord Bute, 
I have no doubt of his still being triumphant. He must see 
that, with all their propensity to servility, the House of 
Commons must be managed; if left to themselves they will 
exert their freedom, though it be only to choose a new 
master. 

The time calls for prudence. Answer me very cautiously. 
If a change should happen, I shall be cautious too, though 
I think there is no great danger of our being saddled with 
Grenville yet. There are still resources before it comes to 
him ; nor could he keep his seat without violent convulsions. 

In truth, in truth, the prospect is very gloomy! So 
many errors have been committed of late years, so many 
have let the game slip out of their hands ; there is so much 
faction, and so little character or abilities in the country, 
that if our old and steady ally. Fortune, does not befriend 
us, I don’t know where we shall be.—Oh, yes, but I do ! 

Adieu! I have not time to say a word more; but you 
know on these occasions I never neglect you. You shall 
hear again immediately. 

/ 

1164. To Sib Hokace Mann. 

Arlington Street, Sunday, March 8, 1767. 

I HAVE alarmed you, and now will give you a little repose. 
The victory of the opposition has had no consequences yet; 
and as they have given the court time to look about, the 
latter can recover its ground faster than they can gain more. 
I am sure we found it so four years ago. We did not indeed 
win a battle, but were so near it, that had we pursued our 
blow the scale had been turned. The present enemies 
are composed of two very distinct bodies, and they have 
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already shown how little they were connected. Treachery 
itself has been of use to us. 

Charles Townshend, of whom, when he was taken in, 
I said that he could never do any hurt but to his friends, 
has acted as usual. The absence of Lord Chatham at Bath, 
and still more his having quitted the House of Commons, 
has given this Proteus courage. He had been hurt by the 
contemptuous manner in which Lord Chatham had forced 
him to be Chancellor of the Exchequer. Hurt, too, he was, 
at the preference given to Mr. Conway. His brother, Lord 
Townshend, of whom he is afraid, for he fears everything 
but shame, and who has more design and more revenge, 
with ten thousand times less of parts, is angry at not 
obtaining a marquisate, and pushed Charles upon knavery. 
The latter, delighted to go out of the straight path into 
a crooked one, instilled into Mr. Conway, or found there, 
scruples against the extent of Lord Chatham''s plan for 
squeezing the East India Company. The Committee of 
that Company had given in their proposals^; Lord Chatham 
was not content with them ; Conway and Townshend were. 
Here was a fine field for the opposition to try a new battle, 
and for this they reserved themselves. Last Friday was 
appointed.^ Beckford, by Lord Chatham's desire, moved 
to have the proposal laid before the House. Townshend 
inflamed the matter as much as he could. Mr. Conway 
reserved himself, and said little. Charles Yorker, the 
mysterious oracle of Lord Eockingham, trimmed so much 
that Grenville was angry, and that brought out his hatred 
to his allies. In short, the two oppositions could not agree 
on a single point, and so did not dare to divide —• a symptom 


IiKTTEE 1164.—1 ‘The Directors 
offered to give up half their revenues 
and half their trade, with the right 
annexed. These last words were dif¬ 
ferently interpreted: some of the 


Cabinet thinking the Directors 
meant to waive, others to save their 
right.’ {Memoire of Qmrgt XII, ed. 
1894, vol. ii. p. BOB.) 
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of weakness that will probably send back to the court all 
its renegades. Townshend has acted in his usual wild, 
romancing, indiscreet manner, and has told everybody he 
is turned out. He is not; and I suppose will beg pardon. 
We have a fortnight’s repose, and if the court is active, 
I think the danger will be over; but consider how many 
strange heads we have, and how few good ones. 

The diminution of the land tax turns out an unpopular 
measure. Lord Temple, or Grenville, have procured 
themselves an address of thanks from the grand jury of 
Buckingham, but so larded with the exploded Stamp Act 
that it will only revive animosity to them. They have tried 
for more in other counties, and been refused. The King 
is firm to Lord Chatham, and peremptory against Grenville. 
The Eockinghams would join the latter if they dared, 
fluctuate between him and Conway, and I hope now will be 
blessed with Charles Townshend for their leader. 

This is a much more comfortable letter than my last. 
I do not bid you be confident, for I know the land. But, at 
least, I think the other side does not abound in judgement 
more than we do. 

I have received yours, with the enclosed for Lord 
Beauchamp, which I have delivered. He showed it to me ; 
I encouraged him to try to serve you on the first oppor¬ 
tunity. You will not think the present is one. Lord 
Hillsborough urged your cause very strongly the other 
night to Lady Aylesbury ; but I can scarce believe that you 
will receive it from that quarter unless some considerable 
change arrives. You will not, I know, take my advice on 
this head, or I would recommend to you not to mark your¬ 
self for a victim, if you could, till the times are more stable. 
Adieu I 

Tuesday, 10th. 

Here is no bad postscript. The Grenville and Rocking- 
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ham factions, finding the mischief they had done themselves 
by disunion on Friday last, have tried to repair their error ; 
and yesterday, giving only a few hours' notice, got a petition 
presented by an East India Director against the order for 
printing their papers. Charles Townshend, though adver¬ 
tised, kept away; but Mr. Conway proposed that on 
Wednesday (to-morrow) the Directors should name tho 
dangerous papers, and did not doubt but the House would 
forbear printing them. This matter was fought stiffly till 
nine at night. Mr. Conway never spoke so well, nor 
Grrenville so insolently; challenging the administration 
to battle on any set day. He will not, I trust, bo so eager 
for such a day now. We divided one hundred and eighty 
against one hundred and forty-seven. You will say this 
victory was not great enough; but a court that can stand 
a defeat from two hundred and six, and has a majority of 
thirty-three on the next question, is not playing a losing 
game. The King is firm ; Lord Bute’s friends warm ; and 
the calculators of chances probably now disposed to bet on 
the side of the ministry. I have not time to say more. 
Hope the best. 

1165. To William Lanoley. 

Sir, Arlington Street, March 18, 1767. 

The declining state of my health, and a wish of retiring 
from all public business, have, for some time, made me 
think of not offering my service again to the town of Lynn, 
as one of their representatives in Parliament. I was evon 
on the point, above eighteen months ago, of obtaining to 
have my seat vacated, by one of those temporary places, 
often bestowed for that purpose: but I thought it more 
respectful, and more consonant to the great and singular 
obligations I have to the Corporation and town of Lynn, 
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to wait till I had executed their commands, to the last hour 
of the commission they had voluntarily entrusted to me. 

Till then, Sir, I did not think of making this declaration: 
but hearing that dissatisfaction and dissensions have arisen 
amongst you (of which I am so happy as to have been in 
no shape the cause), that a warm contest is expected; and 
dreading to see, in the uncorrupted town of Lynn, what has 
spread too fatally in other places, and what, I fear, will end 
in the ruin of this constitution and country, I think it my 
duty, by an early declaration, to endeavour to preserve 
the integrity and peace of so great, so respectable, and so 
unblemished a borough. 

My father was re-chosen by the free voice of Lynn, when 
imprisoned and expelled by an arbitrary court and prostitute 
Parliament: and from affection to his name, not from the 
smallest merit in me, they unanimously demanded me for 
their member, while I was sitting for Castle Kising. 
Gratitude exacts what in any other light might seem 
vainglorious in me to say, but it is to the lasting honour 
of the town of Lynn, I declare, that I have represented 
them in two Parliaments without olBfering, or being asked, 
for the smallest gratification by any one of my constituents. 
May I be permitted. Sir, to flatter myself they are persuaded 
their otherwise unworthy representative has not disgraced 
so free and unbiased a choice ? 

I have sat above five-and-twenty years in Parliament; 
and allow me to say, Sir, as I am, in a manner, giving up 
my account to my constituents, that my conduct in Parlia¬ 
ment has been as pure as my manner of coming in thither. 
IS'o man who is, or has been minister, can say that I have 
ever asked or received a personal favour. My votes have 
neither been dictated by favour nor influence; but by 
the principles on which the Eevolution was founded, the 
principles by which we enjoy the establishment of the 
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present royal family, the principles to which the town 
of Lynn has ever adhered, and by which my father com¬ 
menced and closed his venerable life. The best and only 
honours I desire, would be to find that my conduct has 
been acceptable and satisfactory to my constituents. 

From your kindness. Sir, I must entreat to have this 
notification made in the most respectful and grateful manner 
to the Corporation and town of Lynn. Nothing can exceed 
the obligations I have to them, but my sensibility to their 
favours; and be assured. Sir, that no terms can outgo tho 
esteem I have for so upright and untainted a borough, 
or the affection I feel for all their goodness to my family 
and to me. My trifling services will be overpaid if 
they graciously accept my intention of promoting tlioir 
union, and preserving their virtue; and though I may 
be forgotten, I never shall, or can, forget tho obligations 
they have conferred on. 

Sir, their and your 

Most devoted humble servant, 

Hos. WAiroLK. 


1165*. To GrEonaE Augustus Selwyn. 


Deae Sie, 


Thursday, March lSt.li. 


In obedience to your orders, I went to your house this 
morning, and found both the piece of glass and tho scalloped 
pattern, which I carried to Betts’s. He had not one like 
the former, but has promised I shall have an exact one on 
Saturday or Monday at farthest. I will take care and send 
it away according to your directions. 

I am glad to hear Lord March finds benefit from the 
waters; pray make my compliments to him, to Raton, and 


Letter 1165*.—Not in C. ; now 
first printed from original in pos¬ 
session of Messrs. Maggs. This letter 


was wrongly dated by Uormo Wal¬ 
pole ; March 18 in 1767 fell on 
Wednesday, not on Thursday. 
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Katonissa, I wish you had told me anything of Crawford ; 
I am anxious to hear how he does. 

You will have learnt the terrible accident that has 
happened to poor Lord Tavistock \ The messages one 
gets to-day say he has had a good night; but it will be 
a fortnight at least before his family can have the least 
assurance of his life. Their distress is increased by being 
obliged to conceal the greatness of his danger from Lady 
Tavistock, who is six months gone with child. 

I know no other news but politics. The Grenvilles and 
Kockinghams had conceived high hopes, which have been 
mightily dashed by the last majority in favour of the court. 
The King is so warm and Lord Bute’s friends so active, that 
there can be little doubt but they will weather this storm. 

Charles Townshend has entertained us with another 
interlude : took part against Lord Chatham, declared him¬ 
self out of place, nobody knew whether turned out or 
resigning; kept away on a great day of his own business, 
hatched a quarrel with Colonel Barr6, returned yesterday 
to the House, acted as Chancellor of the Exchequer, outwent 
the rest of the ministers, made no mention of Barr6, talked 
of his measures for the rest of the session, and probably 
dines with Lord Eockingham to-day and sups with the 
Duke of Grafton. What he will do next besides exposing 
himself, you nor I nor he can tell. Adieu ! 

Yours ever, 

H. W. 


1 Omly son of the fourth Duke of 
Bedford. ‘On Tuesday the 30th 
instant, his Lordship being a stag- 
hunting, leapt his horse over a low 
hedge towards the end of the chase, 
when the horse being much fatigued 
and jaded with the length of the 


chase, fell with him, and his Lord- 
ship, not being able to quit the reins, 
was trampled on, whereby several 
fractures were made in his head.’ 
(jflnn. Reg, 1767, p. 716.) Lord Tavis¬ 
tock lingered till March 22; he was 
only twenty-eight years old. 
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1166. To SiE Hobace Mann. 

Arlington Street; March 19, 1767. 

Well! I think you may begin to compose yourself 
again. The fortune of my Lord Chatham will ride out tho 
storm though it blows from almost all quarters. The East 
Indian affair is entangled in so many difficulties, that Lord 
knows when we shall see an end of it, if it can bo ended 
this session. It has slipped from the House of Commons 
back to the General Court of Proprietors, whore they are 
at this moment actually balloting for two different proposals 
of accommodation with the Government. We were to have 
gone upon it to-morrow, but must now put it off. The 
opposition clog it all they can. Grenville wishes to stop 
it, that he may be minister, and adjust it. So far ho and 
the rest are successful, that they have shut almost every 
door of supply; but that falls only on the nation itself, 
and of course they do not care. In the meantime the 
couii exerts strenuously in support of Lord Chatham : 
the delays operate for him, and chance has done more 
than all. 

Lord Tavistock, the Duke of Bedford’s only son, has 
killed himself by a fall and kick of his horse, as ho was 
hunting Tuesday was se’nnight. I do not mean that ho is 
dead yet, but he has been twice trepanned, tho skull is 
cracked through, and there are no hopes of his life. No 
man was ever more regretted; the honesty, generosity, 
humility, and moderation of his character, endtsared him 
to all the world, • The desolation of his family is extreme. 
Lady Tavistock, passionately in love with him, is six 
months gone with child. The news came about two hours 
before she was to go to the Opera: they did not dare to tell 
her the worst so abruptly; so the Duke and Duchess were 
forced to go too, to conceal it from her and the Duchess 
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of Marlborougliwho was with child too, and has since 
miscarried. Two days ago the Duke of Bedford’s head 
broke out in boils, which shows the effort he had made to 
suppress his agony, and which probably has saved his life; 
yet subject to the gout, and very nearly blind, if this loss 
is not fatal, it will certainly make him quit the world ; and 
as his two grandsons ^ are infants of two and three years old, 
it must loosen the bonds of that party, which was almost 
all the support George Grenville could boast, for Lord 
Temple does but join odium to odium. Even the lingering 
of Lord Tavistock rela^tes the activity of that faction. It is 
a great event, lucky for the administration, but a loss to 
the country for the time to come. . 

Charles Townshend’s tergiversations appear to have been 
the result of private jobbing. He had dealt largely in India 
stock, cried up the Company’s right to raise that stock, has 
sold out most advantageously, and now cries it down. 
What! and can a Chancellor of the Exchequer stand such 
an aspersion ? Oh, my dear- Sir, his character cannot be 
lowered. In truth, it is a very South Sea year—at least 
one-third of the House of Commons is dipped in this 
traffic; and stock-jebbing now makes patriots, as every¬ 
thing else has done. From the Alley ® to the House it is 
like a path of ants. 

Mr. Conway is in great felicity, going to marry his only 
daughter to Lord Milton’s eldest son, Mr. Darner. The 
estate in Lord Milton’s possession is already three-and- 
twenty thousand pounds a year. Seven more are just 
coming from the author of this wealth, an old unclein 

Lktteh 1166.—Daughter of the Bussell (1766--1889), who succeeded 
Duke of Bedford. Walpole. his brother as sixth Duke of Bedford 

2 Francis Bussell (1766-1802), Lord in 1802. 

BusseU ; succeeded his father as ^ change Alley, Comhill. 

Marquis of Tavistock in 1767, and ^ John Darner (d. 1768), of Shrone- 

his grandfather as fifth Duke of hill, Tipperary. 

Bedford in 1771 j and Lord John 


WALPOLE. VII 


H 
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Ireland, of ninety-three. Lord Milton gives up five thousand 
a year in present, and settles the rest; for his two other 
boys are amply provided for. Miss Conway is to have 
a jointure of two thousand five hundred, and five hundred 
pin-money. Her fortune, which is ten thousand, goes in 
jewels, equipage, and furniture. Her person is remarkably 
genteel and pleasing, her face veiy sensible and agreeable, 
and wanting nothing but more colour. 

A senator of Home, while Borne survived, 

Would not have matched his daughter with a prince, 

if there had been such rich lords at home. I think you 
should write a compliment on the occasion. It is the moro 
creditable, as Lord Milton sought the match. Mr. Conway 
gives up all the money he has in the world,—and has no 
East India bonds. Adieu! 

P.S. When you do not hear from me, conclude all goes 
welL 

1167 . To SiK Horace Mann. 

Strawberry Hill, April 5, 17()7. 

I AM sorry for what you tell me of a successor being 
thought of for you, though I trust there is no danger of its 
taking place. Should the old drunken uncle ^ last, sure tho 
worst that could happen would be, that the nephew*'^ would 
be overjoyed to obtain what you would refuse, and what he 
dares not hope for. Without a removal, I have no notion 
of your being set aside, in the present situation of things* 
Mr Conway is so essential to the present system, that 
nobody would venture to disoblige him: and removing 
you would be disobliging him. 

You now perceive, my dear Sir, the prudence of my 

Lbt^e 1167 .—^ Lord Morthington, WaljpoU* 

2 Sir James Wright. WalpoU, 
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constant advice to you of not making yourself particularly 
noticed, or obnoxious by receiving too many favours from 
any one quarter. Your services are allowed: but might 
not a riband be thought, or at least be pleaded as a pay¬ 
ment ? Such unsettled times as these are not a season for 
thrusting oneself forward. God knows when they will be 
more stable! But pray, suffer one on the spot to be a little 
better judge than you can be. It is not what will figure 
at Florence, but what would give umbrage at London, that 
it is your business to consider. 

No event has happened since my last: and yet the crisis 
does not seem past. The court, were there no radical evils, 
would, I think, easily bafile opposition, though great en¬ 
deavours have been used of late to cement the factions of 
Eockingham and Grenville into one. Those attempts have 
not quite succeeded. The Marquis thinks it full as necessary 
for himself to be First Minister, as Grenville thinks he 
should, and neither will bend; at least, though Grenville 
has appeared the more pliant, his sincerity does not gain the 
more credit. Nobody can believe him disposed to act under 
a chit, but till his own purposes are served. 

The House of Commons has been engaged this fortnight 
in examining the East India Company, and every single 
evidence has brought forth in stronger and stronger colours 
the right of the crown to the conquests made by the 
Company. This was thought the great problematic and 
ticklish question. There is now the highest probability 
that the Government will carry that point. 

But there is a misfortune not so easily to be surmounted, 
the state of Lord Chatham’s health, who now does not only 
not see the ministers, but even does not receive letters. The 
world, on the report of the opposition, believe his head dis¬ 
ordered, and there is so far a kind of colour for this rumour, 
that he has lately taken Dr. Addington, a physician in 
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vognOj wlio origmflilly wfis 9< mftd doctor. T3i© triitli I l)oli6v© 
is, that Addington ^ who is a kind of empiric, has forbidden 
his doing the least business, though he lies out of town, and 
everybody sees him pass in his coach along the streets. His 
case, I should think, is a symptomatic fever, that ought to 
turn to gout; but Addington keeps him so low that the 
gout cannot make its effort. Lord Chatham’s friends are 
much alarmed, and so they say is Addington himself; yet, 
what is strange, he calls in no other help. 

This delays all business, which had all boon too long 
delayed. America, from whence the accounts are unpleas- 
ing, is yet to come on the carpet, so, notwithstanding the 
expedience of putting an end to the session, one knows not 
when it will be concluded. Whatever happens, I do not 
think Mr. Conway can be left out of the drama, nor is it 
probable that Grenville will enter victoriously upon the 
scene: both King and people hat© him; but fools in this 
country can often do more than wise men can effect or 
prevent, and Lord Eockingham and his party are silly 
enough to do a great deal of mischief. Even old Newcastle 
whets his busy blunted sting. In truth, our squabbles are 
contemptible, and merely personal; I wish I could think 
the consequences as indifferent, I wish too, that it may 
call for your patience to wait the event. As I told you in 
my last, whenever I do not write, you may bo sure no revo¬ 
lution has happened. Be, however, prepared ; such a sus¬ 
pense as the present cannot last much longer, but must be 
determined one way or other. Lord Chatham’s recovery 
and appearance would quash the opposition. His death 
would occasion a new settlement, and yet not of necessity 
pave the way for Grenville. 

I saw your sister Foote the other night, at a great concert 

. Addmgfcon (1718-1790), Sidmouth, Speaker of tlio Hougo of 

father of Henry Addington, Viscount Commons and Prime Minister. 
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at Lady Ailesbury’s, with her two sons, who are charming 
young men. 

The papers have told you what I bid you expect, the death 
of poor Lord Tavistock, The Duchess feels it heavily, but 
the politicians of his court have decided that the Duke shall 
soon act as if he had forgotten it. Adieu ! 

1168, To THE Eev. Henby Zouch, 

Sib, strawberry Hill, April 6, 1767- 

Your letter has lain here a few days while I was in 
London, or I should certainly have obeyed your commands 
sooner. I will leave word with my housekeeper, as I am 
not settled here yet, to admit Sir Thomas Wentworth and 
your friends, whenever they shall call to see my house. 

I am much obliged to you. Sir, for your kind inquiry 
after my health. I was extremely ill the two last summers, 
but have had no complaint since Christmas last. I should 
have been very glad if you had given me as good an account 
of your own health, which I most sincerely desire, and am. 
Sir, 

Your most obedient 

Humble servant. 

Hob. Walpole. 

1169, To Sir Horace Manh, 

strawberry Hill, Friday, April 17, 1767, 
My letter will not set out till Tuesday, though it ought to 
have gone to-night; but I had not time to write it in town, 
nor was well enough ; for I went to the House of Commons 
with a very bad cold, was so fatigued, and got such a head- 

Lettkr1168. —^Not in C.; reprinted the Earl of Hertford and the Rev. 
from 4to ed. (1826) of the Letters to , H. Zouch, p. 284. 
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ache with staying there until two in the morning, that I was 
obliged to defer notifying our victory to you till I could 
come hither for a little repose. 

The examination of the East India Company turned out 
so little to the content of the opposition, and staggered so 
many of the country gentlemen, who are less hardened than 
even a Patriot opposition, that they were very impatient to 
be rid of it. Some ten days ago they gave notice, that 
unless Beckford, who has conducted the business for Lord 
Chatham, should, the very moment after closing the evidence, 
produce his plan and motions, they would propose to —nay, 
that they would break up the Committee; for they ali'eady 
talked as masters, and boasted of having a majority in both 
Houses. They were encouraged in this vaunt by success in 
a point that had scarce been contested with them; this was 
the re-election of most of the late Board of Indian Directors. 
The Duke of Bedford was carried to the India House to 
vote—his son had not been dead three weeks. They went 
farther; carried him to the House of Lords this day sehinight, 
and made him open a motion for which Lord Temple had 
summoned the Lords, though without acquainting thonx 
what it was to be: they had concealed the purport from 
their associates, Lord Kockingham’s faction, by which, and 
more folly, they were defeated. Everybody but themselves 
was shocked at the Duke’s indecent spirits and insensibility. 
The motion was, to address the Bang to set aside an act of 
the assembly at Massachusetts Bay, in which they have 
irreverently taken upon themselves the powers of Paidiament. 
Lord Halifax imprudently falling upon Mr. Conway, the 
Duke of Kichmond took his part, and on the previous ques¬ 
tion voted with Lord Kockingham and five more, with the 
court. That old busy sinner, Newcastle, and most of the 
faction, went away; and the court had sixty-three to thirty- 
six. This victory was, however, alarming, as the union of 
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the two factions would have run the court very hard. 
Impatient to recover their ground, the opposition hurried 
on their impolitic question in our House; and their boasts 
alarmed the G-overnment so seriously, or rather Lord Bute, 
that he put forth all his strength; and after a debate of 
eleven hours, we were two hundred and thirteen to one 
hundred and fifty-seven. Yesterday the House adjourned 
for the holidays. Many country gentlemen will probably 
not come back this session; and unless we commit new 
absurdities, the opposition is demolished; but consider, if 
we had not been wonderfully ingenious for these last three 
months, our majority might have been double I 

When the session will end the Lord knows I We have 
still the East India business to finish—indeed, to begin, if 
Lord Chatham will not accommodate with them, but pushes 
it to extremities. After that, the settlement of America is 
to come, which is still a more thorny point, but, Caesarem 
veMmus —we carry Lord Chatham and his Fortune; who is 
as fond of him as ever woman was of a wayward gentleman. 
He locks up his doors, and will neither see her nor anybody 
else; yet she is as constant as ever; I believe she is like 
me, and abhors the idea of Grenville for minister. 

The Hereditary Prince arrived on Monday night, and two 
days after news came of his mother’s death. I believe he 
will stay a very little time. 

You wrong me in saying that if I desire it, you will stir 
no more for your riband. I do not advise you to give it up, 
but to excuse my interfering in it, and not to push it too 
violently. I should be glad to have you receive it from the 
King as an old promise ; but fluctuating as our politics are, 
I am afraid it might be a demerit with another ministry to 
have received it from this. You was still more mistaken in 
thinking I hinted that Mr. Conway was not your friend: 
very far from it; I meant he has little or no power since Lord 
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Chatham came in, and not having pleased him thoroughly 
on the East Indian affair, was not likely to have more. You 
must consider how difficult it is for me to explain eveiything 
by the post, and should not take everything to yourself, 
which you do not clearly comprehend. I say as much as 
I can well, and you must make allowances for the rest. 
Adieu! 


P.S. It is not the Duchess of Brunswick that is dead, but 
some other old Princess of that house. 

Last night we learned a great event, the total expiilsion 
of the Jesuits from Spain; they are all coming to your next 
door^. It is supposed to have proceeded from their having 
stirred up the insurrection at Madrid last year, when King 
Carlos was so wofully frightened. They must be a very silly 
set of fellows to be still meddling, when the times are so 
unfavourable. I wish they would be a little absurd here, 
that we might drive them out too; but in England, follies 
hint nobody; nor have time: new ones succeed so rapidly. 


1170. To De. Ducaeel. 

April 25, 1707. 

Mb. Walpole has been out of town, or should have 
thanked Dr. Ducarel sooner for the obliging favour of his 
most curious and valuable work^, which Mr. Walpole has 
read with the greatest pleasure and satisfaction. He will 
be very much obliged to Dr. Ducarel if he will favour him 
with a set of the prints separate j which Mr. Walpole would 
be glad to put into his volumes of English Heads; and 
shall be happy to have an opportunity of returning these 
obligations. 


Lettee 1169.—1 They intended to 
land at Civitli Vecchia, but "were 
prevented by the Pope, and finaUy 
disembarked in Corsica. 


Letoer 1170.—1 A reprint, with 
additions, of Ducarer® Anglo-Norman 
Antiquities considered. 
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1171. To SiE Horace Mann. 

Arlington Street, May 12, 1767. 

Nothing was ever so vexatious ! I have just written you 
a long letter of three sides, and laid it upon the hearth to 
dry, while I stepped into the next room to fetch some seal¬ 
ing-wax ; a coal has fallen on it, and I find it all in flames. 
I have not time to write half of it again: I will just run 
over the heads, if I can remember them. 

My chief article was a wonderful speech ^ made by Charles 


Letter 1171. — ^ Tlie following 
memorandum by Horace Walpole 
of Charles Townshend’s speech, found 
among Miss Berry’s papers, is here 
printed from the original in the pos¬ 
session of the late Sir T. V. Lister :— 

‘ May 8th, 1767. 

Charles Townshend had come to 
the House with a black silk hanging 
over his wounded eye, which in the 
warmth of debate he turned aside, 
and discovered two very smaU slips 
of sticking-plaster over and below 
his eye, not amounting to more than 
scratches. In the beginning of the 
day he made a fine speech, in which 
he said he hoped his behaviour in 
the conduct of the transaction with 
the East India Company had wiped 
out the levities and imperfections of 
his former life; and he magnified 
his own firmness in having borne 
and overborne much reproach and 
contradiction, which he insinuated 
to have received from Lord Chatham, 
whom he had not seen during the 
winter. At four o’clock he left the 
House, though the management of 
the day depended on him; and taking 
one or two members with him, he 
went to dinner. His presence growing 
absolutely necessary, Mr. Conway 
sent for him. He returned about 
eight, as Mr. Grenville was speaking; 
after whom Townshend rose, half 
drunk, and made the moat extrava¬ 
gantly fine speech that ever was 


heard. It lasted an hour, with 
torrents of wit, ridicule, vanity, lies, 
and beautiful language. Not a word 
was premeditated, yet every sentence 
teemed with various allusions and 
metaphors, and every period was 
complete, correct, and harmonious. 
His variety of tones and gesticula¬ 
tion surpassed the best actor in 
comedy, yet the faltering of his 
pronunciation from liquor, and the 
buffoonery of his humour and mimi¬ 
cry, would not have been suffered 
in high comedy. Nothing had given 
occasion to his speech, and there 
was no occasion on which it would 
not have been as proper, or, to say 
truth, as improper; for if anything 
could exceed his parts, it was his 
indiscretion. He meant to please 
everybody and exalt himself; but 
lest he should not enough distinguish 
the latter, he took care to overturn 
all he had done to effect the former. 
The whole of his speech was divert¬ 
ing to every man that hated any 
set of men ; it was impertinent and 
offensive to all it described or seemed 
to compliment; and was most pain¬ 
ful to those who had any love for 
him. The purport seemed to be an 
intention of recommending Lord 
Rockingham’s party for ministers, 
with himself at the head of them; 
complimenting but sneering at Gren¬ 
ville, and slightly noticing Conway. 
But lest the great families whom he 
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Townshend last Friday, apropos to nothing, and yet about 
everything—about ministries past, present, and to come; 
himself in particular, whom I think rather past than to 
come. It was all wit and folly, satire and indiscretion—he 
was half drunk when he made it; and yet that did but serve 
to raise the idea of his abilities. I am sorry I have not 
time to be more particular, it would have diverted you. 
Nothing else is talked of, or at least was not when I began 
my letter. 

The treaty with the East India Company is at a stop. 
The General Court went mad, voted themselves a dividend, 
and dismissed prosecutions against six of their servants, 
against whom they had commenced suits for briber-y. The 


adopted shoiild assume too much, he 
ridiculed the incompetence of birth 
and high blood, cried up the sole ad¬ 
vantage of abilities and experience, 
and informed those he protected that 
rank was not talents, and that they 
must wait till ripened, and not come 
to government as if forced in a hot¬ 
bed. The most injurious part fell 
on the crown, he stating the mis¬ 
chiefs of the late so frequent changes, 
calling for restitution of the first 
post in administration to the House 
of Commons, and treating the actual 
ministry as no longer existent. 
Government, he said, must not con¬ 
tinue to be what he himself was 
always called, a weathercock. 

Nobody hut he could have made 
that speech; and nobody but he 
would have made [it], if they could. 
It was at once a proof that his abili¬ 
ties were superior to those of all 
men, and his judgement below that 
of any man. It showed him capable 
of being, and unfit to be, First Minis¬ 
ter. Yet though it was rather the 
tittle-tattle of a coffee-house, and the 
flower of table eloquence, still was it 
the confusion of affected and laboured 
oratory. Nature in him made sport 
with rules and meditation; and 
half a bottle of champagne, poured 


on genuine genius, had kindled this 
wonderful blazo. 

The House was in a roar of rap¬ 
ture, and some clappod thoir hands 
with ecstasy, like audionco in a 
theatre. Nor was it the least striking 
circumstance of this spoocli, that, 
laying his hand on his heart, ho 
called God to witness that lia<l 
not boon made privy to the business 
of the day. Fourteen of the minis¬ 
terial managers, who thou were 
actually sitting round him, had (con¬ 
certed with him the motion at Town- 
shend’s own house that very morn¬ 
ing, and wore thunderstruck at his 
madness and effrontery; and when 
Conway, the moment he concluded, 
asked him how ho could utter sucdi 
a falsehood, ho thought it tluc most 
favourable way of recommending the 
business to the House. 

In this speech, ho boat Lord 
Chatham in language, Hurko in 
metaphors, Grenville in presump¬ 
tion, Eigby in impudoxrce, himself 
in folly, and everylK)dy in gmxl hu¬ 
mour ; for ho pleased while he pro¬ 
voked at random; was malicious to 
nobody, cheerful to all; and if his 
speech was received with delight, it 
was only romomberod with pity,* 
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House of Commons were justly enraged, and we are hatching 
a bill to prevent irregular dividends for the future ; perhaps 
may extend a retrospect to the last. The opposition are 
thunderstruck j which is no little victory ; yet were it better 
the agreement had taken place. The General Court has 
again voted to treat, but insist on their dividend. Mr. Conway 
moderates as much as possible, and I hope will be successful. 
To-morrow we shall sit day and night on America wherein 
he adheres to moderation too, but I doubt will be over¬ 
powered. Lord Chatham’s friends are for warmer work on 
both heads. Himself is no longer seen at all; consequently 
you may believe the suspicion of madness does not decrease. 

Is not this very magnificent ? A senate regulating the 
Eastern and Western worlds at once? The Eomans were 
triflers to us; and yet our factions and theirs are as like as 
two peas. 

In France there is a great flame on the affair of the Jesuits. 
It is known that they were to have attempted a revolution 
in Spain on Holy Thursday. The famous Abbe Chauvelin 
the author of their demolition, has again denounced them to 
the Parliament, and demands their total expulsion on this 
new provocation, alleging that they were the cause of the 
late troubles in Bretagne, where they had again got footing. 
If they will make revolutions, why the devil don’t they go 
to Petersburgh ? Eobody could blame them for any mischief 
they might do to the Czarina. 

Well I I must conclude, or my letter will be too late : you 
may pity me for stewing in the House of Commons at this 
time of year, but, luckily, we have no spring. They say it 
is the same everywhere, and that the frost has killed all the 
vines in France and Italy. Adieu I 

2 On May 18 Charles Tovmshend * The Ahb& Henri Philippe do 
proposed certain import duties to be Chauvelin (1716-1770), author of two 
paid by the American colonies. The pamphlets on the constitution and 
bill passed almost without opposition, doctrine of the Jesuits. 
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1173 . To THE Duke op Gbapton. 

Arlington Street, May 23, 1767. 

, «t«.t y«« “ X tr- 

you With y"” * »»»>•“. I r»“ 

you lias been hithert f-hings are come to sucbi 

I w „ mil. ■»«““'t“Srclw.y-. ~»g- 

a crisis, that my endeav knows his honour 

nation are almost exhaus e . actuated 

and delicacy, and I may^hehoH to 

by the same motive , 

always maintain. ^ yrith discredit. 

atag «a pu».oe to ‘^Jo^Lch ™y»a by 

But in the present ^ . prejudices, passions, 

r;i.:rr;Kt:ia M» aua 

T^d not tell you. e»“, Itot »n tto dimtoion of Lord 
Etelt > rLwuy docterod ho would not ronton long 
“rttelotey. WiJ Mnite poto I hoyo ptem^od te 

, end of the session- He now per 

sSs in^uftting, but the extravagance and unreasonablene^ 
:mrold friends^ I think, ought to diBcharge ^om aU 
ties to them. They have abused him in 
Mm in Parliament; and I maintam have broken ^1 their 
engagements to him. I will name nobody, but was witness in 
the s^ummer, to repeated promises from them 
ajmgh taking Mertm with Lord Chatham) disUnguwh Mr. 
ZiLy, comLnd him, (md openly in their peaches avow tMr. 
aZlce of Mr. Grenvilk. The world have seen how they 
have adhered to these declarations. What is worse, when 
Mr. Conway came over to them in the American busmess 

I.iOTiall72.-NotmC.;r6prmted i See letter to Mfmn o oo. . 

’ ““^cEocMngHaiapar^. 
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and professed publicly his disposition towards them, was it 
not notorious that they received him with the utmost cold¬ 
ness and indifference? They not only avoided a single 
expression of good will to him, but sat still, and heard him 
abused by Grenville and Kigby. He was thoroughly hurt 
at this behaviour, and I would beg your Grace to paint it 
strongly to him. 

In many late conversations with him, they have shown 
the utmost extravagance: they not only aim at everything, 
but espouse Mr. Grenville, and though they say they do not 
like him for First Minister, would absolutely make him a 
part of their system. Mr. Conway objected strongly, and 
I went so far as to reproach them with this contradiction to 
all their declarations, and with adopting so arbitrary and 
unpopular a man. 

Having stated these facts, I will now take the liberty of 
informing your Grace of my motives of writing you this 
letter. I told Mr. Conway, that if his friends would not come 
in, I could not conceive why he was to go out] and that I 
thought the question turned singly on this. When he made 
his declaration to them, he at the same time protested 
against entering into opposition. If they therefore will not 
come in but by force, does not their refusal put an end to 
his connection with them? Nothing therefore seems left 
but to drive them to this refusal. Accordingly, I have 
begged Mr. Conway to open his mind to your Grace, and 
I thought it right to apprise your Grace of what he will say 
to you, that you may not be surprised, and may be prepared 
with your answer. Your kindness to him, my Lord, has 
been invariable, and I am sure will continue so on this 
occasion, which I flatter myself may preserve the union of 
two men who have the strictest honour, and most public 
spirit of any men in England. The more indulgence your 
Grace shows to his scruples and delicacy, the more he will 
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feel the wildness and unreasonableness of his other connec¬ 
tions. Pray, my Lord, forgive the extreme liberty I take 
of suggesting behaviour to your Grace; but knowing Mr. 
Conway as I do better than anybody does, I am called upon 
to paint to your Grace the best method of treating with him. 
If you should be so good as to tell him that you are willing 
to assist his delicacy, and to contribute to bring in his 
friends on reasonable terms, and that you hope he will not 
gratify them in any unreasonable hopes j it will open the 
door to a negotiation, in which I can venture to say they 
will be so immoderate in their demands, that it will not 
only shock him, but be a strong vindication to his Majesty’s 
rejection of them, and what is most at my heart, may, I 
hope, conduce to retain Mr. Conway in the King’s service, 
when his other friends have shown that they mean nothing, 
but to engross all power in league with the worst men, or to 
throw the country into the last confusion. 

If I can but prevail to keep Mr. Conway united with your 
Grace and acting with you, it is the height of my ambition ; 
and if your Grace is so good as at least to accept my labours 
favourably, I shall be overpaid, for I have most undoubt¬ 
edly no views for myself but those of being approved by 
honest men; and as there is nobody I can esteem more than 
your Grace, I am not ashamed, my Lord, though you are 
a minister, of professing myself 
Your Grace’s 

Most obedient and devoted humble Servant, 

HoR. WALPOLn. 

1173. To Sm Hoeace Mann. 

strawberry Hill, May 24, 1767. 

We are worn out here with the Paidiament, but happily 
the Parliament is almost worn out too; not so much from 
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not having business still before it, but the champions are 
fairly knocked up. The country gentlemen are all gone, 
and George Grenville himself, the inexhaustible haranguer 
Grenville, confesses he is tired. The truth is, he is beaten, 
has no hopes, and spits blood. Three weeks I trust will 
give us our quietus. Mr. Conway’s moderation and patience 
has at last brought to bear the accommodation with the East 
India Company \ and it only wants the Act of Parliament 
to finish it. In the meantime the House of Lords has re¬ 
vived the drooping opposition. Last Friday they examined 
the rejection by the Privy Council of the act of assembly of 
Massachusetts Bay ^ Lord Mansfield maintained that more 
was necessary; that it ought to have been declared null 
ah initio ; and demanded that the opinions of the judges 
might be taken. He spoke with all his subtlety, but was 
very roughly handled by the Chancellor '* and Lord Horth- 
ington. The judges would not have given their opinions if 
asked. However, the motion was rejected by only sixty-two 
voices to fifty-six. You will be startled at so trifling a 
majority; but the case was, the opposition had called for 
papers, which naturally go to the Committee ; and in a Com¬ 
mittee proxies cannot be used ; so that if the opposition had 
even carried the question, they would have lost it the next 
moment on the report to the House, by thirty proxies 
to ten. 

A more remarkable event of the day was, that the Duke 
of York spoke for the first time—and against the court; but 

" Lbttmr 1178.—The East India their biU granting a free pardon to 
Company had agreed to pay to the the rioters. This danse was deemed 
G-ovemment four hundred thousand an encroachment on the constitu- 
pounds a year for two years. tional rights of the crown, and their 

a ‘ The Assembly of Massachusetts bill was accordingly annulled by an 
had reluctantly complied with the Order of the King in Council.’ (S+an- 
requisition of the Secretary of State, hope, History of England^ ed. 1863, 
Lord Shelburne, to award compensa- vol. v. p. 181.) 
tion to the sufferers in the recent ® Lord Camden. Waljgoh, 
riots, but had inserted a clause in 
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did not vote. His two brothers^ voted with the ministry. 
I am assured by everybody (for I was not present), that if 
the administration can stand tdl routed by his eloquence, 
they will be immortal. How he puts one in mind of his 
father! This is not the only walk of fame he has lately 
chosen. He is acting plays with Lady Stanhope ® and her 
family, the Lelavals. They have several times played TJie 
Fair Penitent: his Eoyal Highness is Lothario; the lady, 
I am told, an admirable Calista. They have a pretty little 
theatre in Westminster; but none of the royal family have 
been audience. I doubt, my dear Sir, that your riband will 
not sail to you by that channel. I have never been at this 
play; for though I was told I might ask for a ticket, and 
did not want curiosity, yet as some people have been refused, 
I did not choose to have such a silly matter to take ill. 

Lord Chatham’s state, I doubt, is, too clearly, the gout 
flown up into his head. He may recover, but, as yet, he is 
assiduously kept from all company. The opposition have 
named, and firmly believe, a new administration, composed 
of Lord Bute’s friends, with the Duke of Northumberland 
at the head; but I believe their best reason for believing it 
is, from having applied in that quarter themselves, and been 
rejected. One event I think will happen before it is long, 
and which may produce changes. Mr. Conway, I think, 
will retire, not from disgust, or into opposition, but from 
delicacy towards his old friends. This was my chief reason 
for writing to you to-night. It is not decided yet, nor 
publicly known, but I chose you should be apprised, and 
not think there were any reasons more disagreeable for it. 
To me it will have nothing unpalatable. I have long wished 
to be oAl the stage; and near three months ago notified my 


^ The Dukes of Q-loucester and 
Cumberland, Walpole. 

® Sister of Sir Francis Delayal, and 


wife of Sir W. Stanhope, brother of 
Philip, the celebrated Earl of Chester¬ 
field. Walpole. 
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intention of coming into Parliament no more. I am still 
young enough to enjoy my Hbeiiy, without any formal 
austerity of retiring, and yet shall not be hovering over 
the scene when it is more decent to have done with it; 
unless one had the ambition of being an actor, which, 
happily, has never been my case. I never was more 
than prompter. Adieu! 

1174. To SiE Hoeaoe Mank. 

strawberry Hill, May 30, 1767. 

You will wonder at another letter so soon, but do not be 
alarmed. It is yourself you must wonder at; you have 
occasioned this hors-d'oeuvre. Lady Holland is just arrived, 
and has brought me—oh, brought me only the finest little 
bust ^ that ever my eyes beheld. I gaze on it from morning 
till night; and if it were possible for me to part with it, 
I would send it you back, as the only return, my dear Sir, 
that I can ever make you worthy of such a present. It is 
more a portrait than any picture I ever saw. The sculptor 
evidently studied nothing but the countenance. The hair 
and ears seem neglected to heighten the expression of the 
eyes, which are absolutely alive, and have a wild melancholy 
in them that one forebodes might ripen to madness. In 
short, I do not know whether it is not more exquisite in its 
kind than my eagle. At least this little Caligula is far 
superior to my great Vespasian, which was allowed to be 
the fourth or fifth bust in Eome. I shall make a solemn 
dedication of it in my pantheon chapel, and inscribe the 
donor's name. I assure you it is not bronze, whatever you 
may have thought, but flesh: the muscles play as I turn it 
round. It is my reigning favourite; and, though I have 

Lettek 1174.—A bust of Caligula, found at the discovery of Hercula¬ 
neum. WaZjpole, 


WALPOLE. Vn 
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somG v6ry fine thing's in my collGctioB, I mn fondor of 
none^-not of the eagle, or my Cowley ^ in enamel. 

It arrived to comfort me the very day I heard from Paris 
that I had no success at the sale of Mens. Julien’s" cabinet, 
where everything sold as extravagantly as if the auction 
had been here. Your other present, of Montesquieu’s 
Letters^ was very agreeable too; I could not go to bed 
till I had finished them at near three in the morning; and 
yet there is very little in them but ease and graces. I am 
a little scandalized at the notes, which, though veiy true, 
are too bitter, considering the persons are alive. Madame 
G^offrin will be much hurt: indeed, the letters themselves 
that regard her are very mortifying ; and I think it cruel to 
publish private letters while the persons concerned in them 
are living. Nobody has a right to publish what the author 
certainly did not mean such persons should ever see. It is 
making him inflict a wound against his intention ; md such 
publications must frighten people from writing their private 
sentiments of others to their most intimate friends. The 
case happened but last summer to my friend Lady Suffolk, 
who found herself in some disagreeable letters of Swift. 
After this, will you tell me where these Letters were 
printed, and whose the notes® are? You may safely; 
Madame Geoffrin and the Duchess d’Aiguillon were very 
obliging to me at Paris, and I am sorry they will bo vexed ; 
but I have no particular friendship with them, and you may 
be sure I shall never mention it. I have not even lent the 
book to anybody (though it amused me enough to read it 
twice), lest my Lady Hervey should hear of it, who loves 

2 A miniatiire of Cowley the poet, 4 Lettres published in 

by Zincke, after the portrait by 1767. 

® Tho Abb6 Galhani. Walpole ,— 

3 The Chevalier de JuHeune (d. Ferdinand Galiani (1728-1787), a 

1766), director of the Gobelins tapes- Neapolitan; a litterateur and socro- 
try works in Paris, and a collector tary to the Neapolitan Embassy in 
of pictures. Paris. 
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them both, I own I am much obliged to you for it, and 
you see you may trust my discretion. 

Lady Holland has charged me to say a thousand civil 
things to you for her and my Lord, who is not yet come 
to town. She is as much enchanted with you as I am 
with Caligula. The town will insist that my Lord Holland 
was sent for to give advice for forming a new ministry. 
I wish he was, for your sake. Your other protector®, 
whom I mentioned in my last, is in great disgrace; 
has been thoroughly chid, was not spoken to at a great 
review on Monday in the face of all England, and, they 
say, is to go on a pilgrimage with his sister to Spa. 

Nothing has happened since my last; but the crisis 
approaches—I was going to say, fast; but there are so 
many difficulties on all sides that I think nothing can be 
settled quickly. I don^t like the hue so well as I did. 
I don’t know whether it was not the very night I wrote to 
you that there was a majority but of three in the House of 
Lords. I should not mind that, if it frightened nobody 
more than it does me. The times are very interesting now, 
while things are yet in agitation; and yet they will appear 
most inconsiderable hereafter. Neither the actors nor the 
actions are great,—and yet I could foresee great con¬ 
sequences, according as the scenes shall be shifted; but 
I think the whole more likely to subside into trifling and 
instability. We are nothing but factions, and those factions 
have very limited views. There is not a man but George 
Grenville who has any deep views. He is capable of any 
extremities; but he had rather be very bad for the court 
than agamst it. Adieu! 


® The Duke of York, WalpoU^ 
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1175 . To Sm Hoeacb Mann. 

Arlington Street, June 30, 1767. 

Well I at last, this long session is finished, and the 
Parliament rises to-morrow. I have been so uncertain 
what to write, that I have not written to you for a month. 
I can now tell you but one point affirmatively: Mr. Conway 
does quit. It is unlucky; bad for the public, disadvantageous 
for himself, distressing to the King; but he had promised 
his late friends. I call them late, for they have by no 
means shown themselves so this winter, nor are half 
grateful enough for such a sacrifice. He might be minister: 
he retires with nothing. 

They have bowed to idols, have been led by that old 
heathen, the Duke of Newcastle, towards the Bedfords, and 
have almost sacrificed even to Grenville. Well! what is 
to follow? I am sure I don’t know. There has been 
a dabbling with the Bedfords, to detach them from Gren¬ 
ville,—they refused; and yet I believe are still hankering. 
The pretensions of the last ministers are as high as if they 
had any pretensions; and yet they make a show of stick¬ 
ling for the other opposition too. This cannot on either 
part be granted. The court, too, is so strong, that it cannot 
be taken by storm; and even this last week, though the 
Government is in a manner known to be dissolved, the 
majority has been very triumphant. The House of Lords 
has sat day after day, and night after night, on the Dividend 
BilP, and yet all Lord Mansfield’s abilities have been baffled. 
I should rather think some administration would be patched 
up from promiscuous quarters which may weather the next 
session, and when a new Parliament is chosen, the King 

Lbttxr 1175. — 1 A bill to regulate tbe dividend to be paid by the East 
India Company. 
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may have what ministers he pleases. In a week, perhaps, 
I may be able to be more informing; at present all is in 
suspense. 

I do not wonder your Great Duchess wonders that her 
dogs are not arrived, and you must wonder too; yet I am 
not to blame. I cannot get such a thing of the smallness 
and beauty you require. Lord Dacre’s bitch disappointed 
me by a miscarriage. I have been at the repositories where 
they are sold, yet could find but one, and that was tanned, 
and too large. When Madame de Mirepoix was here, 
I teased all my acquaintance for two. After six months 
I got them, and she sent them back the next morning, 
saying they were too large. I am called away and must 
finish: you shall hear the moment anything is settled. 
Adieu! 

1176. To Sir Horace Mann. 

strawberry Hill, July 20,1767. ’ 

You have heard enough, even in the late reign, of our 
interministeriums, not to be surprised that the present lasts 
so long. I am not writing now to tell you it is at an end ; 
but I thought you might grow impatient. 

The Parliament was scarce separated when a negotiation 
was begun with the Bedfords, through Lord Gower; with 
a view to strengthen the remains of administration by that 
faction, but with no intention of including George Grenville, 
who is more hated at court than he even is in other places. 
After some treaty, Lord Gower, much against his will, 
I believe, was forced to bring word, that there was no 
objection made by his friends to the Treasury remaining in 
the Duke of Grafton; that Grenville would support without 
a place ; but Lord Temple (who the deuce thought of Lord 
Temple?) insisted on equal power, as he had demanded 
with Lord Chatham. There was an end of that treaty! 
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Another was then begun with Lord Eockingham. He 
pleaded want of strength in his party,—and he naight have 
pleaded almost every other want—and asked if he might 
talk to the Bedfords. Yes! he might talk to whom he 
pleased, but the King insisted on keeping the Chancellor,— 
^ An d me," said the Duke of Grafton; but added, that for 
himself, he was very willing to cede the Treasury to his 
Lordship. Away goes the Marquis to Woburn; and, to 
charm the King more, negotiates with both Grenvilles too. 
These last, who had demanded everything of the crown, 
were all submission to the Marquis, and yet could not dupe 
him so fast as he tried to be duped. Oh, all, all were 
ready to stay out, or turn their friends in, or what he 
pleased. He took this for his own talents in negotiation, 
came back highly pleased, and notified his success. The 
Duke of Grafton wrote to him that the King meant they 
should come in, to extend and strengthen his administration. 
Too elated with his imaginary power, the Marquis returned 
an answer, insolently civil to the Duke, and not commonly 
decent for the place it was to be carried to. It said that 
his Lordship had laid it down for a principle of the treaty, 
that the present administration was at an end. That 
supposed, he was ready to form a comprehensive ministry, 
but first must talk to the King. 

Instead of such an answer as such a remonstrance deserved, 
a very prudent reply was made. The King approved the 
idea of a comprehensive administration: he desired to unite 
the hearts of dll his subjects: he meant to exclude men of 
no denomination attached to his person and government; it 
was such a ministry that he intended to appoint When his 
Lordship should have formed a plan on such views, his 
Majesty would be ready to receive it from him. The great 
statesman was wofully puzzled on receiving this message. 
However, he has summoned his new allies to assist in com- 
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posing a scheme or list. When they will bring it, how 
they will bring it formed, or whether they will ever bring 
it, the Lord knows. There the matter rests at present. If 
the Marquis does not alter his tone, he sinks for ever, and 
from being the head of a separate band, he must fall into 
the train of Grenville, the man whom he and his friends 
opposed on all the arbitrary acts of that ministry, and 
whom they have irremissibly offended by repealing his 
darling Stamp Act. Apropos, America is pacified, and the 
two factions cannot join to fish in troubled waters, there, 
at least. 

Lord Clive is arrived, has brought a million for himself, 
two diamond drops worth twelve thousand pounds for the 
Queen, a scimitar, dagger, and other matters, covered with 
brilliants, for the King, and worth twenty-four thousand 
more. These 'bau'bles are presents from the deposed and 
imprisoned Mogul, whose poverty can still afford to give 
such bribes. Lord Clive refused some overplus^, and gave 
it to some widows of officers: it amounted to ninety 
thousand pounds. He has reduced the appointments of the 
Governor of Bengal to thirty-two thousand pounds a year; 
and, what is better, has left such a chain of forts and 
distribution of troops as will entirely secure possession of 
the country—till we lose it. Thus having composed the 
Eastern and Western worlds, we are at leisure to kick and 
cuff for our own little island, which is great satisfaction ; 
and I don’t doubt but my Lord Temple hopes that we shall 
be so far engaged before France and Spain are ripe to meddle 
with us, that when they do come, they will not be able to 
reunite us. 

Don’t let me forget to tell you, that of all the friends you 

Letter 1176.—^^Alegacy of seventy tlie estatlisiiment of a fund for 
thousand pounds, left to Clive by disabled officers of the East India 
Mir Jaffier, was devoted by him to Company and their families 
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have shot flying, there is no one whose friendship for you 
is so little dead as Lord Hillsborough’s. He spoke to me 
earnestly about your riband the other day, and said he 
had pressed to have it given to you. Write and thank 
him. You have missed one by Lord Clive’s returning 
alive, unless he should give a hamper of diamonds for 
the Garter. 

I told you how kindly Lady Holland spoke of you: but 
she forgot what you tell me of the indulgence you obtained 
of the Great Duke for my Lord. He is better since his 
return, but grown a little peevish. 

. Well! I have remembered every point but one—and see 
how he is forgotten I Lord Chatham! He was pressed to 
come forth and set the administration on its legs again. 
He pleaded total incapacity; grew worse and grows better. 
Oh, how he ought to dread recovering I 

Mr. Conway resigns the day after to-morrow. I hope 
in a week to tell you something more positive than the 
uncertainties in this letter. Good night. 

1177. To THE Eael of Steaffobb. 

My bear Lord, Strawberry Hill, July 29, 1767. 

I am very sorry that I must speak of a loss that will give 
you ahd Lady Strafford concern; an essential loss to me, 
who am deprived of a most agreeable friend, with whom 
I passed here many hours. I need not say I mean poor 
Lady Suffolk \ I was with her two hours on Saturday 
night; and, indeed, found her much changed, though I did 
not apprehend her in danger. I was going to say she com¬ 
plained-—but you know she never did complain—of the 
gout and rheumatism all over her, particularly in her face. 
It was a cold night, and she sat below stairs when she 
Lettbb 1177.—1 Henrietta Hobart, Countess of Suffolk. 
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should have been in bed; and I doubt this want of care 
was prejudicial. I sent next morning. She had a bad 
night; but grew much better in the eyening. Lady Dalkeith 
came to her; and, when she was gone, Lady Suffolk said to 
Lord Chetwynd she would eat her supper in her bed¬ 
chamber. He went up with her, and thought the appear¬ 
ances promised a good night: but she was scarce sat down 
in her chair, before she pressed her hand to her side, and 
died in half an hour. 

I believe both your Lordship and Lady Strafford will be 
surprised to hear that she was by no means in the situation 
that most^people thought. Lord Chetwynd and myself were 
the only persons at all acquainted with her affairs, and they 
were far from being even easy to her. It is due to her 
memory to say that I never saw more strict honour and 
justice. She bore Icnowingly the imputation of being 
covetous, at a time that the strictest economy could by 
no means prevent her exceeding her income considerably. 
The anguish of the last years of her life, though concealed, 
flowed from the apprehension of not satisfying her few 
wishes, which were, not to be in debt, and to make a pro¬ 
vision for Miss Hotham \ I can give your Lordship strong 
instances of the sacrifices she tried to make to her prin¬ 
ciples. I have not yet heard if her will is opened; but it 
will surprise those who thought her rich. Lord Chetwynd’s 
friendship to her has been unalterably kind and zealous, and 
is not ceased. He stays in the house with Miss Hotham 
till some of her family come to take her away. I have 
perhaps dwelt too long on this subject ,* but, as it was not 
permitted me to do her justice when alive, I own I cannot 
help wishing that those who had a regard for her, may now 
at least know how much more she deserved it than even 
they suspected. In truth, I never knew a woman more 
2 Her great-niece. WcHpoU. 
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respectable for her honour and principles, and have lost few 
persons in my life whom I shall miss so much. I am, 

My dear Lord, 

Yours most sincerely. 

Hob. Walpole. 

1178 . To Gsoege Montagu. 

Arlington Street, July 81, 1767. 

I FIND one must cast you into debt, if one has a mind to 
hear of you. You would drop one with all your heart, if 
one would let you alone. Did not you talk of passing by 
Strawberry in June, on a visit to the Bishop ^ ? I did not 
summon you, because I have not been sure of my own 
motions for two days together for these three months. At 
last all is subsided; the administration will go on pretty 
much as it was, with Mr. Conway for part of it. The fools 
and the rogues, or, if you like proper names, the Rocking- 
hams and the Grenvilles, have bungled their own game, 
quarrelled, and thrown it away. 

Where are you ? What are you doing ? Where are you 
going or staying ? I shall trip to Paris in about a fortnight, 
for a month or six weeks. Indeed, I have had such a loss 
in poor Lady Suffolk, that my autumns at Strawberry will 
suffer exceedingly—and will not be repaired by my Lord of 
Buckingham®. I have been in pain, too, and am not yet 
quite easy about my brother, who is in a bad state of health. 

Have you waded through or into Lord Lyttelton ® ? How 
dull one may be, if one will but take pains for six or seven- 
and-twenty years together! 

Except one day’s gout, which I cured with the bootikins, 

Lettbb 1178.—1 Bioliard Trevor, 2 Lady Suffolk’s nepliew, wlio in- 
Bisliop of Duckam. Montagu an- herited Marble TTiU, 
nounced this intention in one of his ® His recently published History ojt 
letters to Horace Walpole. the Life of Henry IX, 
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I have been quite well since I saw you: nay, with a 
microscope you would perceiye I am fatter. Mr. Hawkins 
saw it with his naked eye; and told me it was common for 
lean people to grow fat when they grow old. I am afraid 
the latter is more certain than the former, and I submit to 
it with a good grace. There is no keeping off age by sticking 
roses and sweet peas in one’s hair, as Miss Chudleigh does 
still! 

If you are not totally abandoned, you will send me a line 
before I go. The Clive has been desperately nervous, but 
I have convinced her it did not become her, and she has 
recovered her rubicundity. Adieu! 

Yours ever, 

H. W. 


1179. To SiE Hoeaoe Mank. 

Arlington Street, July 31, 1767. 

The clouds disperse; but there have been dark moments. 
The very day on which I wrote to you last was critical. 
A meeting of the two factions was held at Newcastle House, 
where the Duke of Bedford was agent for the Grenvilles; 
and the old wretch himself laboured tooth and nail, that is, 
with the one of each sort that he has left, to cement, or 
rather, to make over his friends to the same influence. But 
to no purpose; passion reigned, and a quarrel soon ensued. 
Grenville had commissioned his proxy to demand declara¬ 
tions against America, whence, though everything is pacified, 
his pride required a hecatomb of victims. This was not 
yielded; nor all the places under the Government, to glut 
the rapaciousness of the Bedford crew. The latter, too, 
formally protested against Mr. Conway’s leading the House 
of Commons, which Lord Kockingham’s interest and necessity 
called for, and which could not be waived, as Mr. Conway’s 
resignation was a sacrifice to that party. The meeting broke 
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up in very bad terms: yet the Duke of Bedford, as if sensible 
of his folly, begged another the next night j and as if 
insensible of his folly, repeated it, and clinched the quarrel 
Hallelujah! What had Grenville to do but to let the 
present administration be dissolved ? He could never have 
wanted occasion to break with Lord Eockingham again. 

On the Wednesday Lord Eockingham asked an audience 
—as everybody did, and must think to offer his services. 
But common sense is a fool when it expects fools to act 
with common sense. The Marquis behaved sillily and 
impertinently, and then wondered he was not pressed to 
accept. Great offence was taken at his behaviour; and yet 
there was coolness and prudence enough left to permit 
another offer to be made. This condescension did the 
business. The weak man took it for weakness, and 
thinking that he should force more and more, lost all. 
In short, he refused—and then Mr. Conway found himself 
at liberty. He and the Duke of Grafton have jointly 
undertaken the administration, which was strong enough 
before, and now will be fortified by the contempt the 
world must have for both factions, who did not know 
how to make use of a moment which so many strange 
events had put into their hands. 

The system, or rather arrangement, is not yet quite 
settled; but when one knows what is trumps, it is not 
difidcult to play the game. I have not liked an hour so 
well as the present since Lord Chatham fell ill. He 
remains as he was in place, no minister, and with little 
hopes of recovering. 

I have been very unfortunate in the death of my Lady 
Suffolk ^ who was the only sensible friend I had at Straw- 

liETTp Henrietta, daugn- brother of tho Earl of Berkeley, 

ter of Sir Henry Hobart, first married During the life of her first husband 
to-— Howard, Earl of Suffolk, and she was mistress of King George II, 
afterwards to George Berkeley, Woman of the Bedchamber, and 
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berry. Though she was seventy-nine, her senses were in 
the highest perfection, and her memory wonderful, as it 
was as accurate on recent events as on the most distant. 
Her hearing has been impaired above forty years, and was 
the only defect that prevented her conversation from not 
being as agreeable as possible. She had seen, known, and 
remembered so much, that I was very seldom not eager to 
hear. She was a sincere and unalterable friend, very calm, 
judicious, and zealous. Her integrity and goodness had 
secured the continuation of respect, and no fallen favourite 
had ever experienced neglect less. Her fortune, which had 
never been near so great as it was believed, of late years 
was so diminished, as to have brought her into great 
difficulties. Yet they were not even suspected, for she 
had a patience and command of herself that prevented 
her ever complaining of either fortune or illness. No 
mortal but Lord Chetwynd^ and I were acquainted with 
her real situation. I sat with her two hours on Saturday 
night, and though I knew she was ill, and found her much 
changed, did not suspect her danger so great. The next 
evening she was better; and retiring to her chamber to 
supper with Lord Chetwynd, she pressed her hand suddenly 
to her side, and expired in half an hour. I believe she left 
Marble Hill to Lord Buckingham, and what else she had to 
Miss Hotham ®: at least I guess so from what I have heard 
her say, for I have not yet been told her will. I think now 
of going for a few weeks to Paris: my autumns will not be 
near so pleasant, from the loss I have mentioned. Adieu ! 

afterwards Mistress of the Bobes to great friend of Lord Bolingbroke. 
Queen Caroline. She is often men- Walpole. 

tioned by Pope and Swift. Walpole. * Henrietta, only child of Sir 
Lady Suffolk’s first husband was Charles Hotham Thompson, by Doro- 
Charles Howard, ninth Earl of thy, only daughter of Sir John Hobart, 
Suffolk, first Earl of Buckingham, brother of 

2 William, Viscount Chetwynd, a Lady Suffolk. Walpole. 
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To George Montagu 
1180. To Thomas Astle, 

DeaB Sie, Arlington Street, Aug. 8, 1767. 

I have been so long confined by my brother’s illness, that 
I have not been able to give myself the pleasure of asking 
you to bestow a day on me. I am now at liberty, and if 
you have nothing else to do next Sunday, I shall be very 
happy if you will dine with me at Strawberry Hill, where 
a bed will be at your service. I want to show you what 
use I have made of the papers and books with which you 
was so kind as to furnish me. It will take up some time to 
read it ^ to you. 

I am, Sir, 

Your much obliged 

and most obedient Servant, 

Hob. Walpole. 

1181 . To Gteoegb Montagu. 

Friday, Ang. 7, 1767. 

As I am turned knight-errant, and going again in search 
of my old fairy I will certainly transport your enchanted 
casket^; and will endeavour to procure some talisman, that 
may secrete it from the eyes of those unheroic harpies, the 
officers of the Custom House. You must take [care] to let 
me have it before to-morrow se’nnight. 

The house at Twickenham, with which you fell in love, 
is still unmarried; but they ask 130Z. a year for it. If they 
asked 130,0002. for it, perhaps my Lord Clive might snap it 

Lettkb 1180.— ^Not in 0. ; now Lxtter 1181. — ^ Mmo. dn Def- 
fixst printed from original in posses- fand. 

sion of Mr. Frederick Barker. 2 ^ silver casket sent by Montagu 

1 Probably tbe Historic Doubts on to bis friend Mme. Boland, of 
Richard III, fnisbed by Horace Bbeims, 

Walpole at this time. 
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up; but that not being the case, I don’t doubt but it will 
fall, and I flatter myself that you and it may meet at last 
upon reasonable terms. 

That of General Trapaud is to be had at 50?. a year, but 
with a flne on entrance of 500?. As I propose to return by 
the beginning of October, perhaps I may see you, and then 
you may review both. Since the loss of poor Lady Suffolk, 
I am more desirous than ever of having you in my neigh¬ 
bourhood, as I have not a rational acquaintance there left. 
Adieu! 

Yours ever, 

H. W. 


1182 . To Sir Horace Makn. 


Arlington Street, Ang, 18, 1767. 

It is odd to take leave because we are coming nearer to 
one another, but I remember the last time I was at Paris 
how difficult it was for you to get my letters thence; and 
therefore as I shall not stay above a month or six weeks 
at most, I do not know whether I shall attempt to write 
to you. I can have little or nothing material to tell you. 
Your best way, if you have anything to say, will be to 
direct your letters to England, whence I shall receive them 
safely in four days. 

Everything is settled here; Lord Bristol has given up 
Ireland, content with fourteen or fifteen thousand pounds, 
with having made his brother ^ a bishop, and his brother-in- 
law, Phipps®, an Irish baron, and not willing to expose 
himself to the torrents of abuse that were prepared for him. 


Letter 1182.—^ Frederick, after¬ 
wards Earl of BristoL Waljpole .— 
Third son of John Hervey, Baron 
Hervey of Ickworth; succeeded his 
brother as fourth Earl of Bristol, 
1779 ; Bishop of Cloyne, 1767-68 ; 


Bishop of Derry, 1768-1803; d. 
1803. 

2 Created Lord Molgrave; he 
married Lepelle, eldest daughter of 
John, Lord Hervey, Walpole, 
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I should not say content, for he already seems to sigh after 
his robes and guards. Lord Townshend^ is overjoyed to 
succeed him, and has ceded the Lieutenancy of the Ordnance 
to Mr. Conway, and takes Lady Ailesbury’s brother, Lord 
Frederick Campbell, for his secretary. I do not know how 
the Irish will relish a Scot. Lord Townshend will impose 
upon them at first, as he has on the world; will please 
them by a joviality, and then grow sullen and quarrel with 
them. His brother Charles remains Chancellor of the 
Exchequer, will impose on nobody, though he will try to 
impose on everybody; will please, offend, lower his character, 
if possible, but will neither be out of humour himself nor 
let anybody else be so. Lord Eockingham will declare 
against opposition, and will oppose; and the Duke of New¬ 
castle, and their disgusts, will reconcile Lord Eockingham 
and the Bedfords. The latter will be violent, and George 
Grenville damp their fii*e by talking them to death, in order 
to blow it up. Lord Temple will call himself head of the 
opposition, and will only do all the dirty work of it. 

The Duke of York, we are told, has succeeded very well 
at Paris. I shall know more certainly in a few days. It is 
undoubted that that court has taken great pains to honour 
and please him. 

It is not from any hurry that I finish my letter so soon ; 
but politics are subsided, and the town is a desert. I am 
here preparing for my journey, and have come home these 
two nights at ten o’clock, from having nowhere to go. It 
will be different at Paris, where one does not begin to go 
till nine. You will think me a strange man to leave 
England when I had just fixed everything here to my mind ; 
but I hate politics, and am glad to pass a month without 
hearing of them. Nature, that gave me a statesman’s head, 
forgot to ^ve me ambition or interestedness; and, if I had 

3 Q-eorge, Viscount Townshend. Walpole, 



1767] To the Eon. Henry Seymour Conway 129 

never been contradicted, I should have been as trifling as 
a king. Adieu! 


1183. To THE Hon. Henry Seymour Conway. 

Paris, Wednesday, Sept. 9, 1767. 

I RECEIVED your long, kind, and melancholy letter a few 
hours after the post was gone out, or I had told you sooner 
how infinitely I pity you and the Duke of G-rafton ; I know 
what both must feel; though abstractedly from good nature, 
you are not more concerned in the Unfortunate accident, 
than in one that happens in any part of the globe You 
could not prevent what you neither knew nor could foresee. 
One is not to blame for building a house, that may be 
neglected, fall, and crush a family an hundred years hence. 

Last night, by Lord Eochford’s^ courier, we heard of 
Charles Townshend’s death *; for which, indeed, your letter 
had prepared me. As a man of incomparable parts, and 
most entertaining to a spectator, I regret his death. His 
good humour prevented one from hating him, and his levity 
from loving him; but, in a political light, I own I cannot 
look upon it as a misfortune. His treachery alarmed me, 
and I apprehended everything from it. It was not advisable 
to throw him into the arms of the opposition. His death 
avoids both kinds of mischief. I take for granted you will 
have Lord North for Chancellor of the Exchequer \ He is 


Letter 1188.— Incomplete in C.; 
now printed from origin^ in posses¬ 
sion of Earl Waldegrave. 

1 ‘ Tuesday, Sept. 1. As the Duke 
of Gl-rafbon and Mr. Secretary Conway 
were returning from Camden Place 
in Kent, a man of seventy, much in¬ 
toxicated with liquor, rolled against 
the wheel of their curricle, which 
threw him down and very much 
hurt his leg. His Grace ordered all 

WALPOLE. VII 


possible care to be immediately taken 
of the man, and when he arrived in 
town sent Mr. Adair, Mr. Hawkins, 
and Mr. Gataker to his assistance; 
but the w'ound soon turned to a 
mortification, and the man is since 
dead.’ {Gent. Mag. 1767, p. 474.) 

2 Ambassador at Paris. 

3 He died on Sept. 4, 1767. 

4 Lord North succeeded Town- 
shend in that ofi&ce. 
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very inferior to Charles in parts; but what he wants in 
those will be supplied by firmness and spirit. 

With regard to my brother, I should apprehend nothing, 
were he like other men; but I shall not be astonished, if 
he throws his life away ; and I have seen so much of the 
precariousness of it lately, that I am prepared for the event, 
if it shall happen. 

I will say nothing about Mr. Harris ; he is an old man, 
and his death will be natural. For Lord Chatham, he is 
really or intentionally mad®,—but I still doubt which of 
the two. T. Walpole has writ to his brother here, that the 
day before Lord Chatham set out for Pynsent, he executed 
a letter of attorney, with full powers to his vsdfe, and the 
moment it was signed he began singing. This comes from 
NuthaU^. 

You may depend upon it I shall only stay here to the 
end of the month ; but if you should want me sooner, I will 
set out at a moment’s warning, on your sending me a line 
by Lord Eochford’s courier. This goes by Lady Mary Coke 
who sets out to-morrow morning early, on the notice of 
Mr. Townshend’s death, or she would have stayed ten days 
longer. I sent you a letter by a Mr. Fletcher, but I fear he 
did not go away till the day before yesterday. 

I am just come from dining en famille with the Due de 
Choiseul: he was very civil—but much more civil to 
Mr. Wood®, who dined there too. I forgive this gratitude 
to the peacemakers. 


® Q-eneral Conway’s brother-in- 
law. He died on Oct. 7, 1767. 

« From May 1767, tiU October 
1768, Chatham’s mind was deranged. 
He was reheved by a severe attack 
of gout. 

Thomas NnthaJl, Solicitor to the 
Treasury, the intimate friend and 
legal adviser of Lord Chatham. He 
died in 1775, a few hours after 


having been shot by a highwayman 
on Hounslow Heath. 

® Lady Mary Coke was related to 
Charles Townshend through his 
marriage to her eldest sister, recently 
created Baroness Greenwich. 

^ Kobert Wood, Under Secretary 
of State at the time of the signature 
of the Peace of Paris. 
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I must finish; for I am going to Lady Mary, and then 
return to sup with the Duchess de Choiseul, who is not 
civiller to anybody than to me. Adieu ! Yours ever. 

1184. To Lady Maey Coke. 

Paris, Sept. 20th, 1767. 

I AM excessively thankful, dear Madam, for your most 
obliging compliance with my request when you was in so 
melancholy a situation. I could only wish the letter had 
been dated a few days later, that I might be sure you have 
not suffered by your hurry, fatigue, and distress. I heartily 
grieve for all Mr. Townshend^s family, especially your sister 
and his mother, the last of whom I think the least likely to 
get over so terrible a blow, considering her state of health. 
I beg, when it is proper, you will say something for me to 
Lady Dalkeith, and a great deal to poor Lady Townshend, 
if you see her. I think it too early to write; but I will 
wait on her as soon as I return, which will be in a fortnight 
at latest. I am very glad your Ladyship’s passage was 
more favourable than Lady Mary Chabot’s, who was twenty- 
three hours at sea, and in the utmost danger. A Dutch 
vessel was lost very near them. 

Poor Mons. de Guerchy expired on Thursday last. There 
is a house of as great calamity as the one you attend! 
Nothing else has happened here since you left us, nor 
indeed, I think, ever does, except deaths, marriages, atid 
promotions. To my great joy, the Prince of Conti is gone 
to LTsle Adam with all his strollmg court, and I have not 
once seen him. I dined with Lady Eoohford at the 
Duchesse d’Aiguillon’s on Wednesday last. The views are 
fine, excepting the want of verdure, and the garden, like all 
their gardens, seems to be in no keeping. On Friday we 
dined at Mr. Wood’s at Meudon, where the prospect is 


K 2 
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mnnli finor, but bis houss is a porfsct ruin, lik© an old 
banqueting bouse at tbe end of an old-fasbioned garden. 

Tbe Duke of York has bad a violent fever ^ at Monaco, 
but I tbink is reckoned out of danger. Tbe Prince bas paid 
bim great attention ; so great, that be bas put off a journey 
to tbe Due de CboiseuFs at Cbanteloup®. Wbat can a 
Frenchman do more ? 

Lord March and George Selwyn arrived this morning, 
and I expect them here every minute, Lord Algernon 
Percy is bere too. 

As I may set out sooner tban I bave mentioned, I do not 
know. Madam, whether you will trust me with any com¬ 
missions. But my acquaintance bere is so established, both 
with friends and shops, that I can easily get anything 
executed after my return to England. 

Forgive me, dear Lady Mary, if I conclude this letter of 
scraps. I can tell you nothing from hence worth writing. 
Suppers are all the ©vents, and as you know, seldom 
lively. 

Your most faithful 

and devoted humble servant, 

Hob. Walpole. 

1185. To Sib Hobace Mann. 

Paris, Sopt. 27, 1767. 

Since you insist upon my writing from hence, I will; 
I intended to defer it a few days longer, as I shall set out on 
my return this day se’nnight. 

Within the five weeks of my being here, there have 
happened three deaths, which certainly nobody expected 

Letti!r1184. —^NotinC.; reprinted on Sept. 17, 1767. 
from Letters and Journals of Lady a The country seat of tho Due do 
Mary Cofce, voL iii. pp. xxii-xxiii. Choiseul, near Poissy, 

1 The Duke of York died at Monaco 
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six weeks ago. Yet, though the persons were all consider¬ 
able, their loss will make little impression on the state of 
any affairs. 

Monsieur de Guerchy returned from his embassy with us 
about a month before my arrival. He had been out of 
order some time, and had taken waters, yet seeing him so 
often I had perceived no change, till I was made to remark 
it, and then I did not think it considei-able. On my arrival, 
I was shocked at the precipitate alteration. He was 
emaciated, yellow, and scarcely able to support himself. 
A fever came on in ten days, mortification ensued, and 
carried him off. It is said that he had concealed and tam¬ 
pered indiscreetly with an old complaint, acquired before 
his marriage. This was his radical death; I doubt, vexation 
and disappointment fermented the wound. Instead of the 
duchy he hoped, his reception was freezing. He was a 
frank, gallant gentleman; universally beloved with us; 
hated I believe by nobody, and by no means inferior in 
understanding to many that affected to despise his abilities. 

But our comet is set too I Charles Townshend is dead. 
All those parts and fire are extinguished; those volatile 
salts are evaporated; that first eloquence of the world is 
dumb ! that duplicity is fixed, that cowardice terminated 
heroically. He joked on death as naturally as he used to 
do on the living, and not with the affectation of philo¬ 
sophers, who wind up their works with sayings which they 
hope to have remembered. With a robust person he had 
always a menacing constitution. He had had a fever the 
whole summer, recoveied as it was thought, relapsed, was 
neglected, and it turned to an incurable putrid fever. 

The opposition expected that the loss of this essential 
pin would loosen the whole frame; but it had been hard, 
if both his life and death were to be pernicious to the 
administration. He had engaged to betray the latter to the 
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former, as I knew early, and as Lord Mansfield has since 
declared. I therefore could not think the loss of him a mis¬ 
fortune. His seals were immediately offered to Lord North, 
who declined them. The opposition rejoiced ; hut they 
ought to have been better acquainted with one educated in 
their own school. Lord North has since accepted the seals— 
and the reversion of his father’s pension. 

While that eccentric genius, Charles Townshend, whom 
no system could contain, is whirled out of existence, our 
more artificial meteor, Lord Chatham, seems to be wheeling 
back to the sphere of business—at least his health is declared 
to be re-established; but he has lost his adorers, the mob, 
and I doubt the wise men will not travel after his light. 

You, my dear Sir, will be most concerned for the poor 
Duke of York, who has ended his silly, good-humoured, 
troublesome career, in a piteous manner. He had come to 
the camp at Compi^gne, without his brother’s approbation, 
but had been received here not only with every proper 
mark of distinction, but with the utmost kindness. He 
had succeeded, too, was attentive, civil, obliging, lively, 
pleased, and very happy in his replies. Charmed with a 
court so lively in comparison of the monastic scene at 
home, he had promised to return for Fontainebleau, and 
then scampered away as fast as he could ride or drive all 
round the south of France, intending to visit a lady at 
Genoa, that he was in love with, whenever he had a minute’s 
time. The Due de Villars ^ gave him a ball at his country- 
house, between Aix and Marseilles; the Duke of York 
danced at it all night as hard as if it made part of his road, 
and then in a violent sweat, and without changing his linen, 
got into his postchaise. At Marseilles the scene changed. 
He arrived in a fever, and found among his letters, which 

Lbttes 1186.—1 Honors Armand (1702-1770), Duo de Villaxs, Governor 
of Provence. 
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he had ordered to meet him there, one from the King his 
brother, forbidding him to go to Compi^gne, by the advice 
of the Hereditary Prince. He was struck with this letter, 
which he had ignorantly disobeyed, and by the same 
ignorance had not answered. He proceeded, however, on 
his journey, but grew so ill that his gentlemen carried him 
to Monaco, where he arrived the third, and languished with 
great suffering until the seventeenth. He behaved with 
the most perfect tranquillity and courage, made a short will, 
and the day before he died dictated to Colonel St. John^ 
a letter to the King, in which he begged his forgiveness for 
every instance in which he had offended him, and entreated 
his favour to his servants. He would have particularly 
recommended St. John, but the young man said hand¬ 
somely, ^Sir, if the letter was written by your Eoyal 
Highness yourself, it would be most kind to me; but 
I cannot name myself.’ The Prince of Monaco, who 
happened to be on the spot, was unbounded in his atten¬ 
tions to him, both of care and honours; and visited him 
every hour till the Duke grew too weak to see him. Two 
days before he died the Duke sent for the Prince, and 
thanked him. The Prince burst into tears and could not 
speak, and retiring, begged the Duke’s officers to prevent his 
being sent for again, for the shock was too great. They 
made as magnificent a coffin and pall for him as the time 
and place would admit, and in the evening of the 17th the 
body was embarked on board an English ship, which 
received the corpse with military honours, the cannon of 
the town saluting it with the same discharge as is paid to 
a marshal of France. St. John and Morrison embarked 
with the body, and Colonel Wrottesley® passed through 

2 Henry, brother of Frederick, s Afterwards Sir John Wrottesley, 
Viscount Boliugbroke, and Groom anotberof the Duke of York’s Grooms 
of the Bedchamber to Edward, Duke of the Bedchamber. Walpole, 
of York. Walpole. 
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here with the news. The poor lad was in tears the whole 
time he stayed, 

I shall heg Madame de^ Barbantane to trouble herself 
with this letter; I must ask this favour by a note, for I do 
not visit her; during my last journey I once or twice 
supped in company with her, but without much acquaint¬ 
ance. She is now in a convent with Mademoiselle the Duke 
of Orleans’ daughter; and Madame de Boufflers is at L’Isle 
Adam, and will not return to Paris before I am set out. 

Lord Holland is expected here at the beginning of 
October. I have no doubt of his obtaining his earldom, 
but it will not be given before the end of next session. 
It is true I believe that Lord Carlisle ®, who is now here, 
will receive the green riband from the hands of the King 
of Sardinia. If Lord Cowper goes to England, he may 
undoubtedly secure the promise of the next; and Lord 
Warwick is in a bad state of health; but they never give 
green ribands to more than two English at a time, I am 
sorry that being at Florence should be made a reason 
against bestowing ribands—I trust it will not remain so. 

You tell me of the French playing at whisk; why, I 
found it established when I was last here. I told them 
they were very good to imitate us in anything, but that 
they had adopted the two dullest things we have, whisk 
and Eichardson’s novels. 

So you and the Pope are going to have the Emperor ! 
Times are a little altered; no Guelphs and Ghibellines 
now. I do not think the Caesar of the day will hold his 
Holiness’s stirrup while he mounts his palfrey. Adieu ! 


* Louise Maxie Th^rfese Bathilde, 
MdUe. d’Orl^ans (d. 1822) j m. (1770) 
Jean Joseph Henri, Duo de Bourbon- 
Cond4. 

® iVederick Howard (1748-1826), 
fifth Earl of Carlisle; Treasurer of 
the Household, 1777-79; Commis¬ 


sioner to treat with America, 1778; 
President of the Board of Trade, 
1779; Viceroy of Ireland, 1780-82 ; 
Lord Steward of the Household, 
1782-83; Privy Seal, April-Dec. 
1783. 

® Joseph n visited Italy in 1769. 
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1186. To Gteoege Montagu. 

Arlington Street, Oct. 13, 1767. 

I AREiVED last night at eleven o’clock, and found a letter 
from you, which gave me so much pleasure, that I must 
write you a line, though I am hurried to death. You 
cannot imagine how rejoiced I am that Lord North drags 
you to light again ^; it is a satisfaction I little expected. 
When do you come? I am impatient, I long to know 
your projects. 

I had a dreadful passage of eight hours, was drowned, 
though not shipwrecked, and was sick to death. I have 
been six times at sea before, and never suffered the least, 
which makes the mortification the greater: but as Hercules 
was not more robust than I, though with an air so little 
herculean, I have not so much as caught cold, though 
I was wet to the skin with the rain, had my lap full of 
waves, was washed from head to foot in the boat at ten 
o’clock at night, and stepped into the sea up to my knees. 
Qu’avois-je a faire dans cette gdlere ? In truth, it is a little late 
to be seeking adventures ! Adieu ! I must finish, but I am 
excessively happy with what you have told me. 

Yours ever, 

H. W. 


1187. To Geoegb Augustus Selwyn. 

Arlington Street, Oct. 16, 1767. 

Thank you; I am as well as anybody can be that has 
been drowned from above and below, that was sick to 

LiETTKa 1186.—1 Lord NortL, Chancellor of the Exchequer, had appointed 
Montagu his secretary. 
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death for eight hours, with the additional mortification of 
finding myself not invulnerable. In short, I had every 
affliction from my passage, except in not catching cold ; so 
that on that side I am still first cousin to Hercules. 

I find London as empty as possible, and politics quite 
asleep,—I mean, in town. In the counties they are all 
mad about elections. The Duke of Portland, they say, 
carried thirty thousand pounds to Carlisle, and it is all gone 
already. Lord Clive is going before his money, and not 
likely to live three months. 

Lady Bolingbroke has declared she will come into waiting 
on Sunday se’nnight; but, as the Queen is likely to be 
brought to bed before that time, this may be only a bravado. 
The report is, that she intends to acknowledge all my Lord 
can desire^. 

I found Lord Holland most remarkably mended in his 
health. Lady Holland has set out to-dly, and he follows 
her to-morrow. I beg you will tell the Marquise de Broglie 
(whom you will see at the President’s) that Lord Holland 
carries her a box of pimpernel seed, and will leave it at 
Mons, Panchaud’s, whither she must send for it. I hope 
you will be so good as not forget this; nor another little 
commission, which is, to ask Madame Geoffrin where Mons. 
Guibert, the King’s carver, lives, and then to send him 
a guinea, for a drawing he made for me, which I will deduct 
from the lottery tickets which I have bought for you, at 
twelve pounds seventeen and sixpence apiece. The numbers 
are 17574, on which I have written your name and Madame 
de Bentheim’s, and 26442, on which I have written Wiart’s. 

I have twice called on my Lady Townshend, but missed 
her; I am now going to her by appointment. 

Pray tell Lord Carlisle that I delivered his letters and 

L^er 1187.—1 LordBolingl)roke 10, 1768. She married Topham 
was divorced from Ms wife on March Beauclerk two days later. 
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parcels. Say a great deal for me to Madame du Deffand 
and Lord March, who I need not say are what I left best at 
Paris. Do not stay for more hurricanes and bad weather, 
but come away the first fine day. Adieu ! 

Yours ever, 

H. W. 

A Monsieur, Monsieur Selwyn, 

h rHdtol de Due de York, 

Eue Jacob, Fauxbourg St. Q-ermain, h Paris. 


1188. To THE Duchesse de Choiseul. 

Ce 16 Octobre 1767. 

Voici, ch^re Grand’maman le num^ro de votre billet de 
loterie, e’est 17138. J’y ai 4crit votre nom et je vous en 
dois six francs de reste. Ah que je souhaite que cela soit le 
gros lot! Non pas pour vous, ch^re Grand'maman, car vous 
n’aimez pas Targent, mais pour tous ceux que vous rendrez 
heureux. Ne voulez-vous pas me mander comment va 
votre sant6 ? Montez-vous h cheval ? Dormez-vous ? Vous 
mtoagez-vous? Ou bien allez-vous vous tuer? Pr^ferez- 
vous toujours les devoirs et m§me la politesse h la vie ? Eh, 
mon Dieu ! pour qui vous assujettissez-vous a cette con- 
trainte ? Pour des courtisans, pour des femmes qui ne vous 
ressemblent point, et oubliez que vous avez des amis qui 
s’int^ressent h. votre sant6, que vous etes la grand’maman 
de tous les pauvres, et que le Koi a des sujets qui sont 
honn^tes gens et h qui vous devez Texemple et la protection. 
Je ne veux pas demander de vos nouvelles h ma pauvre 
femme®, car v^ritablement la tete lui tourne. EUe a si 


LBTT3KR 1188.—^KotinC.; now first 
printed fSrom copy (in the hand¬ 
writing of Wiart, secretary of Mme. 
du Deffand) in possession of Mr. W. R. 
Parker-Jervis. 

1 Walpole called Mme, de Choiseul 


* gxand’maman ’ in imitation of Mme. 
dn Deffand. The actual grand¬ 
mother of Mme. du Deffand was 
a Duchesse de Choiseul. 

2 Madame du Deffand. 
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a million, the fruits of his brother's virtues^! He has left 
an hundred and fifty thousand pounds to Lord Darlington 
and three hundred a year to each of his two brothers * ; four 
himdred a year only to Colman, Lady Bath's nephew, whom 
Lord Bath had recommended to him for the Bradford estate, 
but the old General was angry with Colman, for having 
entered into the management of the theatre in Covent 
Garden; and had told him he would not leave his estate 
to an actor. All the vast rest, except a few very trifling 
legacies, he leaves to his cousin Mrs. Pulteney a very 
worthy woman, who had risked all by marrying one 
Johnstone, the third son of a poor Scot, but who is an 
orator at the India House, and likely to make a figure now 
in what house he pleases. She has one daughter®, and is 
with child, but is fat, and not young. If she dies without 
children, the whole goes to Lord Darlington; but I think 
Mr. Johnstone Pulteney will try every method to be a Nabob 
before that happens. The real Nabob, Lord Clive, is 
reckoned in a very precarious state of health. Lord Holland 
is set out for Nice, much recovered before he went. Well! 
I have exhausted the mines of both Indies, and have 
nothing more to tell you, nor shall have probably before 
the Parhament meets. Adieu ! 


P.S. Oh, your poor young Queen of Naples ®, who has 


Ljettee 1190.—1 William Pulteney, 
Earl of Bath. Walpole. 

2 Henry Vane, second Earl of 
Darlington, whose grandmother, 
the Duchess of Cleveland, was a 
Pulteney, and aunt of Lord Bath. 
Walpole. 

2 Eon. Frederick and Hon. Eaby 
Vane. 

^ Prances, daughter of Daniel 
Pulteney, and wife of William John¬ 
stone, who took the name of Pulteney 
in addition to that of Johnstone, and 


who afterwards succeeded his brother 
as fifth Baronet, of Westerhall. 

^ Henrietta Laura Pulteney, cr. 
Baroness Bath in 1792, and Countess 
of Bath in 1803 ; m. (1794) Sir James 
Murray, Baronet, who assumed the 
name of Pulteney; d. 1808. 

® Maria Josepha, Archduchess of 
Austria, daughter of the Empress 
Maria Theresa. She was married 
to the Eing of Naples by proxy in 
August 1767, but died on the day 
appointed for her journey to Italy* 



To Sir Horace Manrt 


143 


1767] 

got the small-pox, and will lose her beauty, if not her life ! 
How much stronger superstition and prejudice are than 
maternal love, when all these deaths cannot open the 
Empress Queen’s eyes in favour of inoculation! But she 
has escaped herself, and that will close them faster than 
ever. 

November 1st, 

I receive your letter of October 17. Do you mean that 
your second letter to Paris was to me ? Or to Mr. Hoare or 
to Mr. Hume^ for I cannot read the name distinctly. 

I must contradict much of what I have been writing: the 
Duke of York’s body is arrived, and your young Queen 
is dead. You gave the former very good advice. He 
would not have taken it, for I believe one seldom acts in 
health as one wishes or intends to do when one is at the 
point of death. The letter was nofc, as I told you, addressed 
to the King, but to the Duke of Gloucester, to be shown to 
him. As I am making all sorts of amendes Jionordbles, 
I must do justice to Lord North, who has no pension, as I 
heard at Paris. 

Thank you for the bill of lading and what it imports; 
I had not received the former. 

I wonder all the Princes of Europe are not frightened 
into their wits—why, they die every day! and might avoid 
it, most of them, by being inoculated. Mr. Sutton would 
insure them at twelve-pence a head. He inoculates whole 
counties, and it does not cause the least interruption to 
their business. They work in the fields, or go up to their 
middles in water, as usual. It is silly to die of such an 
old-fashioned distemper! 

Monday, 3rd. 

I have this moment received yours from Madame de 
Barbantane; but I have no time to answer it, only to tell 
jmu that I did receive your letter for Lord Hilsborough, 
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and probably the bUl of lading, but forgot it in my hurry 
going to Paris. 

Tke Queen was brought to bed yesterday, of a fourth 
Prince ^! Good night! I have scarce time to save the post. 

119L To THE Eev. Thomas Waeton. 

strawberry Hill, Oct. 80, 1767. 

I shall be very thankful for a transcript of the most 
material passages in Mr. Beale^s^ pocket-book, and of 
Hollar’s letters, if yon will be so good as to employ any 
person to transcribe them, and let me know the expense 
when done. It is unlucky with regard to the former, that 
Mrs. Beale’s article is printed ojff, and several other subse¬ 
quent sheets, for the second edition. And I must not 
expect that so trifling a work should go any farther. The 
sight of the pocket-book will, however, gratify my own 
curiosity, though I am much ashamed to give you so much 
trouble. Sir. You will permit me, I hope, in return, 
though a small one for so many favours, to send you a 
most singular book, of which I have lately been permitted 
to print two hundred copies (half only indeed for myself). 
It is the Life of the famous Lord Herbert of Cherbury, 
written by himself. You will not find him unworthy of 
keeping company with those paladins, of whom you have 
made such charming use in your notes on Spenser, Pray 
let me know how I shall convey it to you. 

I am, &c. 

7 Prince Edward (1767-1820), cr. series in which Beale kept notes 
Duke of Kent in 1799 ; the father of of his own affairs and those of his 
Queen Victoria, wife Mary (1682-1697), daughter of 

Lettbe^ 1191 .—^ Charles Beale, of Rev. J. Cradock, Vicar of W^ton-on- 
Walton, in Buckinghamshire, He Thames, and one of the best-known 
held a post under the Board of Green female portrait painters of her day. 
Cloth, and was interested in chemis- An account of Mrs. Beale and some 
try and in the manufacture of artists* transcripts from her husband’s 
colours. The pocket-book mentioned pocket-books are given in the Artec- 
by Walpole is probably one of a dotes of Painting. 
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1767] To the Hon. Thomas Walpole 
1192. To Gteoege Montagu. 

Strawberry Hill, Sunday, Nov. 1, 1767. 

The house is taken that you wot of, but I believe yoi 
may have General Trapaud’s for fifty pounds a year, an( 
a fine of two hundred and fifty, which is less by half, lool 
you, than you was told at first. A jury of matrons, com 
posed of Lady Frances my Dame Bramston, Lad] 
Pembroke, and Lady Carberry^, and the merry Catholic 
Lady Brown, have sat upon it, and decide that you shouh 
take it. But you must come and treat in person, and mai 
hold the congress here. I hear Lord Guilford is mud 
better, so that the Exchequer will still find you in funds. 

You will not dislike to hear, shall you? that Mr. Conwa; 
does not take the appointments of Secretary of State. If i 
grows the fashion to give up above five thousand pound 
a year, this ministry will last for ever, for I do not thin] 
the opposition will struggle for places without salaries. I 
my Lord Ligonier does not go to heaven, or Sir Robert Riel 
to the devil, soon, our General will run considerably ii 
debt—but he had better be too poor than too rich. I wouh 
not have him die like old Pultney, loaded with the spoils o 
other families and the crimes of his own. Adieu I I wil 
not write to you any more, so you may as well come. 

Yours ever, 

H. W. 


1193. To THE Hon. Thomas Walpole. 

DeaE Sie, Arlington Street, Nov. 4, 1767. 

1 am exceedingly obliged to you for the sight of sue! 
curious papers. I heard the transaction last night froi 

Letter 1192.—^ Lady Erances ter of fifth Visconrit Eitzwillian 
Elliot. See letter to Montagu of and widow of George Evans, secon 
March 21, 1766. Baron Carbery. 

2 Hon. iVances Eitzwilliam, daugh- Letter 1193.—^Not in 0.; reprinte 


L 


WALPOLE. VII 


146 


To the Hon. Thomas Walpole [i767 

Mr. 0.^ to whom Lord had told it with great concern for 
you, and from the part he had been forced to take in it. 
What can I say of a man who was born to astonish the 
world from the greatest things to the least ? What sort of 
madness is it ? real ? or affected ? No matter ^ I heartily 
pity you, yet do not see how so good-natured a man could 
act otherwise, for you are not a Grenville. 

Well, Sir, but we shall want this strange man, and may 
his singularity be as useful as it has been. You judge very 
right about PortugaL Oh! no, it is not over—there are 
more storms too, I think, than one gathering abroad. 

Mr. Conway has at last obtained the King’s and the Duke 
of Grafton’s consent to his not taking any part of the profits 
of Secretary of State. He is in debt, and may ruin himself: 
and yet I own I could not bring myself to dissuade him 
from this step. 

Lord Orford, I hear, has compromised Ashburton. Palk^ 
is to come in for this session: and Sullivan and Charles 
Boone next Parliament. The latter is well off. I do not 
know what he means to do with Castle Eising. By what 
I hear of his circumstances, the best thing he can do will be 
to sell it: but he seldom does the best thing, even for himself, 
which is the only excuse I know for the rest of his behaviour. 
The lawyers think he gets ten thousand pounds for himself 
by Harris’s® death, and he demands it in ready money directly 
—^but I do not believe he gets it, except for his life. 

from Some Unpublished Letters of He was extremely unwilling to part 
Horace Walpole, edited by Sir Spencer with it, but at last did so as a favour 
W^pole, pp. 10-12. to Lord and Lady Chatham. (Seo 

* Q-eneral Conway. Journal of the Reign of George III, od, 

: Lord Camden. 1894, vol. iii. pp. 31-33.) 

^ s Lord Chatham, who was at this ^ Eobert Palk, of Haldon, near 
time^ in a strange state of health, Exeter, sometime Q-overnor of Ma- 
fancied that he might receive benefit dras ; created a Baronet in 1782. 
from the air at his former country ® John Harris, who was the second 
place, Hayes. Hayes had been sold husband of Lord Orford’s grand- 
to Thomas Walpole, who laid out mother, Mrs. Rolle, 
considerable sums of money there. 
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I heartily wish Lord Walpole may open his eyes on the 
behaTiour of his false friends. I do not think the parts of 
the opposition at all united. I will take great care of the 
paper for you, and am, 

Dear Sir, 

Your most obliged humble Servant, 

Hok. Walpole. 

1194. To SiE Horace Mann. 

Arlington Street, Dec. 2, 1767. 

Ce qui est differs, n'est point perdu. Though the Parlia¬ 
ment has been met a week, and I have not opened my pen’s 
lip^, you will have amends made you for your impatience. 
We are triumphant beyond the paltry wisdom of calculation. 
We do not stoop to the detail of divisions to judge of our 
strength. Two oppositions, that tread hard upon the heels 
of a majority, are the best secret in the world for composing 
a ridiculous minority. In short, Lord Eockingham’s and 
the Duke of Bedford’s parties, who could not have failed to 
quarrel if they had come into place together, are determined 
at least to have their quarrel, if they cannot have their 
places. On the first day, the centurions of the former were 
very warm, but having nothing to complain of but the bad 
weather and the price of corn, the ministers had very little 
trouble. George Grenville, to show he would not support 
the Kockinghams, did not speak till the question was passed ; 
and then was wonderfully placid. Next day, he and Dowds- 
well squabbled for two hours, on their different creeds for 
America: the House laughed at both, and the ministers 
kept their countenance: but the Bedfords were angry, or 
glad to be angry with Grenville. Two days afterwards, the 
Duke of Newcastle, who had rather make peace than not 
make mischief, scuttled to Bedford House, and tried to 

L 2 
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unite the two factions, but could scarce obtain to be 
beard; and is gone to whisper anybody that will be 
whispered at Bath. However, if he has but three depen¬ 
dents left upon earth, and can make two of them wait in 
his antechamber while he affects to be locked up with the 
third, he will be satisfied. Lord Temple and Lord Lyttelton 
are driving about the town with long speeches, which nobody 
cares to hear. The latter is a very beacon, to warn folks 
not to come near the party he belongs to, which is always 
the wrong. The Eockinghams, who have no reason to be 
angry with anybody but themselves, which nobody likes 
to be, do not know with whom to be most angry. George 
Grenville is distracted that the ministers will not make 
America rebel, that he may be minister and cut America’s 
throat, or have his own throat cut; and everybody else, 
I suppose, will get places as soon as they can. My Lord 
Chatham is still at Bath. If all had been quite confusion, 
perhaps he might have come forth again—faith ! as all will 
be quite peace, I do not know whether he may not still 
come. This is the state of our Vesuvius: though the lava 
has done running, the grumblings have not entirely ceased. 

The Duke of Bedford is to be couched on Saturday for 
cataracts in both eyes. This is all our public and private 
news, except the divorce of Lord and Lady Bolingbroke, 
which is determined; and by consent of her family, she is 
to marry Mr. Beauclerk, the hero of the piece—an affair in 
which I suppose you interest yourself no more than I do ! 

Should anything happen before Friday, I shall have two 
days to write it; if not, as Brutus and Cassius, or some 
such persons as you and I, say. 

This parting was well made. 

Friday, 4th. 

Brother Brutus, I do not know a word more. Every¬ 
thing remains quiet in the senate. Adieu! 
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1195. To Sir Horace Mann. 

Arlington Street, Dec. 14, 1767, 

I HAVE received your letter of the 21st of November, 
just as I was going to write to you. The volumes of 
Herculaneum came to me safe three days ago, for which 
I give you many thanks. 

Your brother’s letter gives me much concern. I had 
heard accounts of the extravagance of your nephew^, who 
is allowed to be very good-natured, but I doubt has not 
a strong understanding. When I returned from Paris this 
last time, I asked your brother how his nephew went on ? 
He said he was a little expensive, but seemed desirous of 
softening the matter, instead of being angry, as I should 
have expected. I was glad to find him in that humour— 
but I see it was so far from being sincere, that he seems to 
have seized it as an excuse for giving you a very disagree¬ 
able notice. Poor Gal was always afraid that the love of 
his natural children would preponderate, and that makes 
me conclude that Gal knew your brother has power over 
Linton. I should be exceedingly vexed on your account, if 
I did not think your brother’s life as good as almost any¬ 
body’s of his age. He looks young and healthy, and as he 
is very careful of himself, the gout is but a preservative. 
For your nephew, my dear Sir, I know what nephews are! 
Sad things on which to build the hopes of a family ! Hope 
is pleasant—but building distant hopes—oh, what folly!— 
to build on others—excess of folly! ’Tis the comfort of 
growing old, that one sees all this is folly; so far am 
I from calling it disappointment. 

I must now prepare you for a new public scene. The 
obstinacy of George Grenville, who, on the first day of the 

Lettjer 1196.—1 Horace Mann the younger. 
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session, would not act with the Eocldngham faction, and 
who openly quarrelled with the second, disgusted his own 
friends, or gave them a handle for being disgusted. The 
Duke of Bedford sent for him, and told him he himself was 
weary of opposition, and his friends more so; and therefore 
desired that each squadron might be at liberty to provide for 
themselves. Would not one think they were starving? 
After this decent declaration, his Grace sent to lay himself 
and Ms friends at the Duke of Grafton’s feet, begging, as 
alms, that they might have some of the first and best places 
under the Government. What heart is hard enough to 
resist so moving a petition? Well! I believe it will be 
granted: it breaks opposition to pieces; and surely these 
good folks will not be formidable, from their characters at 
least. This, I think, will be the arrangement: Lord Gower 
President of the Council—(it is a drunken place by pre¬ 
scription; Lord Granville had it, and Lord Eorthington 
has). Lord WeymouthSecretary of State. I do not 
know yet, but probably shall before the post goes out, 
whether Lord Shelburne^ will keep America, or go out 
angrily, as he certainly is not over-well treated. If he 
resigns. Lord Hillsborough will be Secretary for America, 
and Lord Sandwich^, Postmaster. Mr. Eigby will take 
anything he can get, and better it as soon as he can. The 
rest are too insignificant, whether they are taken or wait. 

The flower of this whole negotiation is, that it is not six 
months since the Duke of Bedford objected to Mr. Conway, 
as improper for Leader of the House of Commons, and now 
stoops to place his people under him; nay, they have owned 
there is nobody so proper. This is triumph enough, and 

2 Lord G-ower became President of Province in Jannary 1768. 

office * Lord Shelburne did not resign 
uiitni779. until the following yeax. 

» Lord Weymouth became Secre- 5 Lord Sandwich became Joint 
tary of State for the Southern Postmaster-General in Jan. 1768, 
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all I care about the matter; nay, and all I shall say about 
it, and more than you must say; for by the end of the week 
I suppose Lord Weymouth will be your master, and there 
is none of the set but must think opening a letter is inno¬ 
cence, compared with anything else they have done. You 
will not wonder, therefore, if I become more reserved for 
the future—at least for some time; for though the court 
will take them, I shrewdly suspect that they do not intend 
to keep them long. For my part, I am perfectly indifferent 
whether they do or not, as my resolution was taken, when 
I declined coming into Parliament again, to have nothing 
more to do with politics for the rest of my life; and I am 
not apt to break my resolutions. I cannot, like the Duke 
of Newcastle, sail through life with generation after genera¬ 
tion ; and I am sick of the present. I have seen them in 
all shapes, and know them thoroughly; and unless I receive 
new provocations from any set, I prefer none to the other. 
In truth, I do not know whether the Bedfords are not the 
best, as they have not shame enough to be hypocrites. 

So your King of Naples ® is a madman, or an idiot! and 
they set aside his eldest brother on the same pretence, to 
make room for him! Poor North, and poor South! The 
devil at Petersburgh, and a lunatic at Naples! Give me 
the Bedlamite: one cannot be angry with Vesuvius for 
boiling over one, but one hates to be strangled by Lucifer, 
and then hear him lay it on God"^ himself! Yet, Voltaire 
and the French philosophers can find charms in such a 
character! ’Tis a precious world, and one must be mad 
too, to do anything but laugh at it. Adieu! 

® Ferdinand IV, King of Naples ; on the death of her husband. Wal- 
d. 1825. jpaZe. 

7 See the manifesto of the Czarina, 
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1196. To THE Eev. William Cole. 

Strawberry Hill, Dec. 19, 1767. 

You are now, I reckon, settled in your new habitation ^: 
I would not interrupt you in your journeyings, dear Sir, 
but am not at all pleased that you are seated so little to 
your mind—and yet I think you will stay there; Cambridge 
and Ely are neighbourhoods to your taste; and if you do 
not again shift your quarters, I shall make them and you 
a visit: Ely I have never seen. I could have wished that 
you had preferred this part of the world, and yet I trust 
I shall see you here oftener than I have done of late. This, 
to my great satisfaction, is my last session of Parliament, to 
which, and to politics, I shall for ever bid adieu! 

1 did not go to Paris for my health, though I found the 
journey and the sea-sickness, which I had never experienced 
before, contributed to it greatly. I have not been so well 
for some years as I am at present; and if I continue to 
plump up as I do at present, I do not know but by the time 
we may meet, whether you may not discover—with a 
microscope—that I am really fatter. I went to make a visit 
to my dear old blind woman, and to see some things I could 
not see in winter. 

For the Catholic religion, I think it very consumptive— 
with a little patience, if Whitfield, Wesley, my Lady Hunt¬ 
ingdon, and that rogue Madan * live, I do not doubt but we 
shall have something very like it here. And yet I had 
rather live at the end of a tawdry religion, than at the 
beginning, which is always more stern and hypocritic. 

Lettbe 1196. —At Waterbeach, required to do so by tbe patron, in 
near Cambridge. spite of the declaration of the latter 

2 B.ev. Martin Madan (1726-1790), that the living was given on that 
a Methodist. He had been severely condition. Madan attracted great 
blamed for advising a friend named attention in 1780 by his ThelyptTiora, 
Haweis not to resign a living when in which he advocated polygamy. 
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I shall be very glad to see your laborious work of the 
maps: you are indefatigable, I know; I think mapping 
would try my patience more than anything. 

My Bichard the Third ^ will go to the press this week, and 
you shall have one of the first copies, which I think will be 
in about a month, if you will tell me how to convey it: 
direct to Arlington Street. 

Mr. Gray went to Cambridge yesterday se’nnight; I wait 
for some papers from him for my purpose. 

I grieve for your sufferings by the inundation, but you 
are not only a hermit, but, what is better, a real philosopher. 
Let me hear from you soon. 

Yours ever, 

H. W. 

1197. To Sir Horace Maitk. 

Arlington Street, Dec. 26, 1767. 

I SEND you these few lines only as a sequel, or confirma¬ 
tion of my last. The treg-ty is concluded, and Lord Gower 
has actually kissed hands as Lord President, in the room of 
Lord Northington, who retires on a pension. Lord Shel¬ 
burne keeps the Southern department, but Lord Hilsborough 
is Secretary of State for America, and Lord Sandwich is to 
be Postmaster. The most material alteration is, that Mr. 
Conway will, at the end of next month, quit the Seals, 
which he has long wished to do, but will remain Cabinet 
Counsellor, and acting minister in the House of Commons: 
this the King and the Duke of Grafton both insist on. 
Lord Weymouth is to wait till then. Mr. Conway was 
desirous of quitting the minute he could, but it was thought 
right, that as the Duke of Bedford had objected to him in 
the summer, they should be forced to swallow this sub- 

s historic Doubts on Richard the Thirds by Horace Walpole, published 
in February 1768. 
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mission of coming in under him—and they have swallowed 
it — and nobody doubted but they would. They have 
swallowed Lord Shelburne too, to whom they objected 
next, when they could not help stooping to Mr. Conway, 
but this was likewise denied; and they have again sub¬ 
mitted. The Duke of Marlborough was to have the Garter, 
but to defer it as long as possible, the vacant one was im¬ 
mediately given to the Duke of Cumberland ; and two more 
must drop before the Duke of Marlborough can obtain one ; 
for this is only the second instance ^ in my memory, where 
a single one was given alone. The Bedfords are to have 
some other trifles. 

In the moment of projection, we thought this whole 
arrangement would blow up. Lord Chatham arrived at 
Beading; but he has stopped at Mrs. George Pitt’s^ at 
Wandsworth Hill, and we hear no more of him. 

Well! I once more breathe at liberty! I have done with 
polities, and in three months shall have done with Parlia¬ 
ments. I do not talk of retiring, for that would be a tie, 
and I should want to break it; but if I know myself at all, 
I shall take care how I embark again. It will not be for 
want of opportunity, for I think this arrangement will not 
hold to July: but I neither guess nor prophesy, especially 
not, when there will be any system that will last. How 
strange and precipitate our changes are! Two months 
ago I doubted whether the numbers and activity of the 
opposition might not shake the administration. By the 
splitting of the opposition into pieces, and by the treachery 
of one of those fragments, the administration is more 
shattered than it could have been but by a decisive defeat 

Letter 1197. — i James, second letter above, Walpole, 

Earl of Waldegrave, received a 2 Penelope Atkins, wife of George 
Garter ^one, from George H, who Htt, afterwards Lord Eivers; a very 
gave it Mm to disappoint a cabal, distant relation of Lord Cbatbam. 
in a moment not unlike that in the Walpole. 
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Truly we politicians see a great way! Well! I shall only 
laugh at the trade now. I was horn in it, and have lived 
in it half a centuiy; I do not admire it, I am overjoyed to 
quit it, and shall he very indifferent what happens to the 
business. Adieu! 


1198. To Thomas Astle. 

Jan. 16, 1768. 

Me. Hume has told me to-day that you have been so very 
kind as to say that Mr. Duane ^ is possessed of my father’s 
papers, which we have reckoned so miserable a loss to our 
family, and that you thought he would not be averse to let 
me have them. I do not know the thing that could make 
me so happy as the recovery of them nor which would be 
so great an obligation to me. If you would obtain them 
for me it would be the highest favour; I venture to ask 
this great favour of you, who may judge what a treasure it 
must be to a son who adores his father’s memory. 

1199. To Sm Hoeaoe Mann. 

strawberry Hill, Jan. 17, 1768. 

This, I should think, my dear Sir, would be but a short 
letter, since I have little or no news to tell you ; for I hope 
my good will is no news to you. The moment I saw in 
the papers that Sir William Kowley was dead, I desired 
Mr. Conway to make every necessary representation of your 
claim to a red riband. He spoke to the Duke of Grafton, 
who met him halfway, acknowledged your title, and said 
that there was nobody he wished more to serve; and yet 

Letter 1198.—Not in C., presu- i Matthew Duane (1707-1786), a 
mahly incomplete; reprinted from lawyer and collector of coins and 
Messrs. Sotheby’s sale catalogue of antiquities, 

Dec. 23, 1896. 
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there are circumstances I do not like. The King has lately- 
given the late Duke of Cumberland’s riband to his second 
son ; and I know has said, ^ It had already had the effect he 
intended it; it was prodigious the number of considerable 
applications he had had since he had thus stamped the order 
with dignity.’ I do not know whence these applications 
are ; but we change hands so often, that I shall not wonder 
if red ribands go in part of payment. I am very sorry for 
it, but you see I am ready to do more than I promised, and 
do not want to be put in mind. I could wish to have got 
this for you: I shall now be of little use to you. I have 
totally done with politics for ever, and favours are seldom 
obtained by people who neither do hurt nor good. Mr. 
Conway will resign this week, and Lord Weymouth will 
have the Seals. The latter is very good-natured, and, 
I think, will not be your enemy. Lord Chatham is said to 
have the gout in both feet. 

Pho ! I see I have begun my letter on the wrong side of 
the paper. Well! no matter. Sir William Kowley has 
left six thousand pounds a year—to whom do you think ?— 
to his great-grandson. To his son, who had not disobliged 
him, he gives but eight hundred a year; the same to his 
grandson \ all the rest to his grandson’s heir, and the 
savings. It is rather leaving an opportunity to the 
Chancery to do a right thing, and set such an absurd 
will aside. Do not doubt it. The law makes no bones 
of wills. I have heard of a man who begun his will thus : 
‘ This is my will, and I desire the Chancery will not make 
another for me.’ Oh, but it did. If the Admiral has 
left his riband to somebody unborn, I hope the Chancery 
will give it to you in the meantime. 

We have had most dreadful frost and snow, but they 
lasted not quite three weeks. Yet, though the weather is 
quite warm, and it has rained several times, there are 
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opposition-lumps of ice lying about the streets, that cannot 
be prevailed upon to melt, and take their places in the 
kennel. You tell me you have had snow at Florence. 

The Duke of Newcastle has been dying but is out of 
danger. He says he will meddle no more with politics, and 
therefore I think I will not declare that I have done with 
them, for I am sure he will relapse to them, and I should 
hate to be like him. 

Well! I may as well bid you good night, for I have 
nothing more to say. If I hear anything to-morrow, 
when I return to town, I shall have time enough to 
tell you, for my letter will not set out till next day. If 
nothing happens, I shall take no notice, but end here. 

Tuesday, 19th. 

. I met Mr. Mackenzie this morning at Princess Amelia’s. 
He took me aside, and expressed the greatest solicitude 
about your riband. I told him what I had just done. He 
said he would himself tell the Duke of Grafton the share he 
had in it, and how long ago it had been promised to you. 
I gave him a thousand thanks, and told him I would this 
very evening let you know how much you are obliged to him. 
Write him a line, and say I had acquainted you with this 
mark of his friendship and remembrance. 

1200. To Loed Hailes. 

strawberry Hill, Jan. 17, 1768. 

I WILL begin. Sir, with telling you that I have seen 
Mr. Sherriff and his son. The father desired my opinion 
on sending his son to Italy. I own I could by no means 
advise it. Where a genius is indubitable and has already 
made much progress, the study of antique and the works 

Letter 1199.—He survived until November 1768. 
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of the great masters may improve a young man extremely, 
and open lights to him which he might never discover of 
himself: but it is very different sending a young man to 
Eome to try whether he has genius or not j which may be 
ascertained with infinitely less trouble and expense at 
home. Young Mr. Sherriff has certainly a disposition to 
drawing; but that may not be genius. His misfortune 
may have made him embrace it as a resource in his melan¬ 
choly hours. Labouring under the misfortune of deafness, 
his friends should consider to what unhappiness they may 
expose him. His family have naturally applied to alleviate 
his misfortune, and to cultivate the parts they saw in him : 
but who, in so long a journey and at such a distance, is to 
attend him in the same affectionate manner ? Can he shift 
for himself, especially without the language ? who will take 
the trouble at Eome of assisting him, instructing him, 
pointing out to him what he should study? who will 
facilitate the means to him of gaining access to palaces and 
churches, and obtain permission for him to work there? 
I felt so much for the distresses he must undergo, that 
I could not see the benefits to accrue, and those eventual, 
as a compensation. Surely, Sir, it were better to place him 
here with some painter for a year or two. He does not 
seem to me to be grounded enough for such an expedition. 

I will beg to know how I may convey my Eichard to you, 
which wHl be published to-morrow fortnight. I do not 
wonder you could not guess the discovery I have made. 
It is one of the most marvellous that ever was made. In 
short, it is the original Coronation Eoll of Eichard the 
Third, by which it appears that very magnificent robes were 
ordered for Edward the Fifth, and that he did, or was to 
have walked at his uncle’s coronation. The most valuable 
monument is in the Great Wardrobe. It is not, though 
the most extraordinary, the only thing that will surprise 
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you in my work. But I will not anticipate what little 
amusement you may find there. I am, Sir, &c. 

1201. To THE Rev. William Cole. 

Deae Sie, Arlington Street, Eeb. 1, 1768. 

I have waited for the impression of my Bichard, to send 
you the whole parcel together. This moment I have con¬ 
veyed to Mr. Cartwright a large bundle for you, containing 
Bicliard the Third, the four volumes of the new edition of 
the Anecdotes, and six prints of your relation Tuer. You 
will find his head very small: but the original was too 
inconsiderable to allow it to be larger. I have sent you no 
Patagonians for they are out of print, I have only my own 
copy, and could not get another. Pray tell me how, or what 
you heard of it, and tell me sincerely, for I did not know it 
had made any noise. 

I shall be much obliged to you for the extract relating 
to the Academy of which a Walpole^ was President. I doubt 
if he was of our branch, and rather think he was of the 
younger and Roman Catholic branch. 

Are you reconciled to your new habitation ? Don’t you 
find it too damp ? and if you do, don’t deceive yourself, and 
try to surmount it; but remove immediately. Health is 
the most important of all considerations. 

Adieu! dear Sir. 

Yours ever, 

H. Walpole. 

Letter 1201.—^ An Account of the ^ Eichard (1564-1607), son of 
Giants lately discovered ; in a letter to Christopher Walpole, of Docking and 
a Friend in the Country^ a political of Anmer Hall, Norfolk; a Jesnit, 
squib by Horace Walpole, published and Eector of the Colleges of Valla- 
in August 1766. dolid (1592) and of SeviUe (1693). 
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1202. To Lord Hailes. 

Arlington Street, Feb. 2, 1768. 

I HAVE sent to Mr. Cadell my Histone Doubts^ Sir, for 
you. I hope they may draw forth more materials, which 
I shall be very ready either to subscribe to or adopt. In 
this view I must beg you, Sir, to look into Speed s History 
of England, and in his account of Perkin Warbeck you will 
find Bishop Leslie^ often quoted. May I trouble you to 
ask, to what work that alludes, and whether in print or 
MS. ? Bishop Leshe lived under Queen Elizabeth, and 
though he could know nothing of Perkin Warbeck, was yet 
near enough to the time to have had much better materials 
than we have. May I ask, too, if Perkin Warbeck’s pro¬ 
clamation exists anywhere authentically? You will see in 
my book the reason of all these questions. 

I am so much hurried with it just now, that you will 
excuse my being so brief. I can attribute to nothing but 
the cunosity of the subject, the great demand for it; though 
it was sold publicly but yesterday, and twelve hundred and 
fifty copies were printed, Dodsley has been with me this 
morning to tell me he must prepare another edition directly. 
I am, Sir, &c. 


1203. To Thomas G-eay. 

Arlington Street, Feb. 18, 1768. 

You have sent me a long and very obliging letter, and 
yet I am extremely out of humour with you. I saw Poems 
by 3Ir, Gray advertised: I called directly at Dodsley’s to 
know if this was to be more than a new edition ? He was 

Lettee1202.—1 John Leslie (1627- History of Scotland, first publislied 
1696), Bishop of Ross, author of a in 1830. 
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not at home himself, but his foreman told me he thought 
there were some new pieces, and notes to the whole. It 
was very unkind, not only to go out of town without 
mentioning them to me, without showing them to me, but 
not to say a word of them in this letter Do you think 
I am indifferent, or not curious about what you write? 
I have ceased to ask you, because you have so long refused 
to show me anything. You could not suppose I thought 
that you never write. No ; but I concluded you did not 
intend, at least yet, to publish what you had written. As you 
did intend it, I might have expected a month’s preference. 
You will do me the justice to own that I had always rather 
have seen your writings than have shown you mine ; which 
you know are the most hasty trifles in the world, and 
which, though I may be fond of the subject when fresh, 
I constantly forget in a very short time after they are 
published* This would sound like affectation to others, but 
will not to you. It would be affected, even to you, to say 
I am indifferent to fame. I certainly am not, but I am 
indifferent to almost anything I have done to acquire it. 
The greater part are mere compilations; and no wonder 
they are, as you say, incorrect, when they are commonly 
written with people in the room, as Eichard and the Noble 


Lettbe 1203. — 1 ‘ To your friendly 
accusation, I am glad I can plead 
not guilty witli a safe conscience. 
Dodsley told me in the spring that 
the plates from Mr. Bentley’s designs 
were worn out, and he wanted to 
have them copied and reduced to 
a smaller scale for a new edition. 
I dissuaded him from so silly an ex¬ 
pense, and desired he would put in 
no ornaments at all. The Long 
Story was to be totally omitted, as 
its only use (that of explaining the 
prints) was gone: but to supply the 
place of it in bulk, lest my works 
should be mistaken for the works of 
a flea, or a pismire, I promised to 


send him an equal weight of poetry 
or prose : so since my return hither, 
I put up about two ounces of stuff; 
viz. The Fatal Sisters^ The Descent 
of Odin (of both which you have 
copies), a bit of something from the 
Welsh, and certain little notes, 
partly from justice (to acknowledge 
the debt, where I had borrowed 
anything), partly from ill-temper, 
just to tell the gentle reader that 
Edward I was not Oliver Cromwell, 
nor Queen Elizabeth the Witch of 
Endor. This is literally all,* and 
with all this I shall be but a shrimp 
of an author.’ Gray to Walpole, 
Feb. 25, 1768. 


WALPOLE. VII 


M 
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Authors were. But I doubt there is a more intrinsic fault 
in them ; which is, that I cannot correct them. If I write 
tolerably, it must be at once ; I can neither mend nor add. 
The articles of Lord Capel ^ and Lord Peterborough, in the 
second edition of the Nolle Authors, cost me more trouble 
than all the rest together: and you may perceive that the 
worst part of Bichard, in point of ease and style, is what 
relates to the papers you gave me on Jane Shore, because 
it was tacked on so long afterwards, and when my impetus 
was chilled. If some time or other you will take the 
trouble of pointing out the inaccuracies of it, I shall be 
much obliged to you: at present I shall meddle no more 
with it. It has taken its fate : nor did I mean to complain. 
I found it was condemned indeed beforehand, which was 
what I alluded to. Since publication (as has happened to 
me before) the success has gone beyond my expectation. 

hTot only at Cambridge, but here, there have been people 
wise enough to think me too free with the King of Prussia! 
A newspaper has talked of my known inveteracy to him. 
Truly, I love him as well as I do most kings. The greater 
offence is my reflection on Lord Clarendon. It is forgotten 
that I had overpraised him before. Pray turn to the new 
State Papers, from which, it is said, he composed his 
History. You will find they are the papers from which he 
did not compose his History. And yet I admire my Lord 
Clarendon more than these pretended admirers do. But 
I do not intend to justify myself I can as little satisfy 
those who complain that I do not let them know what 
really did happen. If this inquiry can ferret out any truth, 
I shall be glad. I have picked up a few more circumstances. 
I now want to know what Perkin Warbeck’s proclamation ^ 

2 Axtlnir Capel (1604-1649), first letter to Walpole of I'eb. 26, 1768 
Baron Capel, beheaded a few weeks ‘ He has preserved no proclamation ; 
after Charles I. he only puts a short speech into 

» Gray writes thus of Leslie in his Perkin’s mouth, the substance of 
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was, which Speed in his History says is preserved by Bishop 
Leslie. If you look in Speed perhaps you will be able to 
assist me. 

The Duke of Eichmond and Lord Lyttelton agree with 
you, that I have not disculpated Eichard of the murder of 
Henry YI. I own to you, it is the crime of which in my 
own mind I beKeve him most guiltless. Had I thought he 
committed it, I should never have taken the trouble to 
apologize for the rest. I am not at all positive or obstinate 
on your other objections, nor know exactly what I believe on 
many points of this story. And I am so sincere, that, except 
a few notes hereafter, I shall leave the matter to be settled 
or discussed by others. As you have written much too little, 
I have written a great deal too much, and think only of 
finishing the two or three other things I have begun—and 
of those, nothing but the last volume of JPainters is designed 
for the present public. What has one to do when turned 
fifty, but really think of finishing ? 

I am much obliged and flattered by Mr. Mason’s appro¬ 
bation, and particularly by having had almost the same 
thought with him. I said, ^People need not be angry at 
my excusing Eichard; I have not diminished their fund of 
hatred, I have only transferred it from Eichard to Henry.’ 
Well, but I have found you close with Mason—No doubt, 
cry prating I, something will come out Oh no—leave 
us, both of you, to Amdbellas ® and JEpistles to Ferney ®, that 
give Voltaire an account of his own tragedies, to Macarony 
fables that are more imintelligible than Pilpay’s are in the 
original, to Mr. Thornton’s'^ hurdy-gurdy poetry, and to 

wliich. is taken, by Speed.. .tbe whole Pope’s Epistle to ArbutTinot. Walpole. 
matter is treated by Leslie very ® Amdbella^ a poem by Edward 
concisely and superj5.cially.’ Jemingbam (1727-1812), 

^ ‘ I found him close with Swift— ® Femey^ an Epistle toM. de Voltaire^ 

Indeed ?—lio doubt, by G-eorge Keate (1729-1797). 

(Cries prating Balbus) some- Bonnell Thornton (1724-1768), 

thing will come out.’ author of a burlesque Ode on St 


M 2 
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Mr.-^ vp-lio has imitated himself worse than any fop in 

a magazine would have done. In truth, if you should 
abandon us, I could not wonder.—When Garrick’s prologues 
and epilogues, his own Gymons ® and farces, and the 
comedies of the fools that pay court to him, • are the delight 
of the age, it does not deserve anything better. 

Pray read the new Account of Corsica^. What relates 
to Paoli^® will amuse you much. There is a deal about 
the island and its divisions that one does not care a straw 
for. The author, Boswell, is a strange being, and, like 
Cambridge, has a rage of knowing anybody that ever was 
talked of. He forced himself upon me at Paris in spite 
of my teeth and my doors, and I see has given a foolish 
account of all he could pick up from me about King 
Theodore. He then took an antipathy to me on Eousseau’s 
account, abused me in the newspapers, and exhorted 
Eousseau to do so too: but as he came to see me no more, 
I forgave all the rest. I see he now is a little sick of 
Eousseau himself; but I hope it will not cure him of his 
anger to me. However, his book will, I am sure, entertain you. 

I will add but a word or two more. I am criticized for 
the expression tinker up in the preface. Is this one of those 
that you object to ? I own I think such a low expression, 
placed to ridicule an absurd instance of wise folly, very 
forcible. Eeplace it with an elevated word or phrase, and 
to my conception it becomes as flat as possible. 

George Selwyn says I may, if I please, write Historic 
Doubts on the present Duke of G. too. Indeed, they would 
be doubts, for I know nothing certainly 

Cecilia'a Day^ adapted to the Antient * Account of Cormca^ by James 
British MusicTc: the Salt Box, the Jew's Boswell (1740-1796). 

Harp, the Marrow Bones and Cleaners, lo pascbal Paoli (1726-1807), leader 
the Bwm^Strum or Hurdy-Gurdy, &c. of tbe Corsicans in their straggles 
(London, 1763). for independence. 

8 Cymon, a Dramatic Romance, pro- n Horace Walpole alludes here to 
duced at Drury Lane in 1767. the relations of hisnieoe, the Dowager 
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Will you be so kind as to lool^; into Leslie Be Hehus 
Scotorum, and see if Perkin’s proclamation is there, and 
if there, how authenticated ? You will find in Speed my 
reason for asking this. I have written in such a hurry, 
I believe you will scarce be able to read my letter—and 
as I have just been writing French, perhaps the sense may 
not be clearer than the writing. Adieu! 

Yours ever, 

Hor. Walpole. 


1204. To THE Duchesse be Choiseul. 

Be Londres, ce 23 F4vrier 1768. 

Ah, Madame, que vous m’avez comble de surprise, de 
joie et de reconnaissance, et cependant que je suis m^content! 
Votre petite^fille^ qui cherche toujours h faire adorer vos 
bont6s, m’avait annonc^, par M. I’Ambassadeur, le tableau® 
qu’il m’apportait, en m’ordonnant de I’envoyer demander 
au moment de son arriv^e. Jugez de mon impatience, 
Madame, et de ma mortification en apprenant que ce cher 
tableau 4tait d6pos4 h Calais. Ce d6lai augmentait la per- 


Countess Waldegrave, with the Duke 
of Gloucester, brother of George III. 
Lady Waldegrave had in fact been 
privately married to the Buke on 
Sept. 6, 1766, but by the Duke’s de¬ 
sire, the marriage was not publicly 
acknowledged until 1772. When 
the Duke first distinguwhed Lady 
Waldegrave by his attentions, Horace 
Walpole expressed to his niece his 
strong disapproval of the connection. 
This, and his refusal to meet the 
Duke, caused a breach of Walpole’s 
friendship with Lady Waldegrave 
until after the public announcement 
of her marriage. 

LETa'kR 1204 . —Hot in C.; now 
first printed from copy (in the hand¬ 
writing of Wiart, secretary of Mme. 
du Deifand) in possession of Mr. W. E. 


Parker-J ervis. 

1 Mme. du DefiEand, who called 
herself the grandchild of the 
Duchesse. 

2 A ‘ washed drawing’ representing 
‘Madame la Marquise du Deffand, 
and the Duchesse de Choiseul giving 
her a doll, which the former, who 
was blind, holds out her hands to 
receive; alluding to her calling the 
Duchesse Grand’maman, Every part 
of the room is exactly represented, 
^d Mme. du Defifand most exactly 
like, which the Duchesse is not; by 
M. de Oarmontsl, a gentleman be¬ 
longing to the Duke of Orleans, who 
has done in the same manner most 
of the court of France.’ (Description 
ofStrcmberry EiU.) 
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suasion oil j’ai ete qu’au moins apr^s quelques jours (mais 
quels jours!) je vous retroiiverais exactement comme ma 
tos fiddle mtooire vous conserve trait pour trait. 

Enfin, ce jour tant desir^ arrive. Je d^chire le ballot, 
plutdt que je ne Touvre ! Oh! ma ch^re Grand’maman, je 
tombe des nues; je n’aurais pas 6t4 plus p6trifi<§ en y 
trouvant ma veritable aleule ; il n’a pas la moindre ressem- 
blance. Non, non, il n’a que le souvenir da la grace que 
vous avez bien voulu me faire qui reste et qui m’empeche 
de me d6sesp6rer; grace si inattendue, et que jamais je 
n’aurais eu la pr^somption de demander. M. de Carmontel 
oil a-t-il pris que vous avez une figure comme le reste du 
xnonde? Je crois que s’il avait h peindre votre ame il ne 
la peindrait pas plus belle que celle de Marc-Aur^le. Que 
lui avez-vous fait, Madame, vous qui n’avez fait de mal 
a personne? Et de ce que vous ne vous souciez pas de 
votre figure, lui est-il permis de n’y prendre pas garde? 
J’aurais beau faire, si nous 4tions aux temps de la chevalerie, 
de promener ce joli portrait par tons les pays de la terre, 
pour faire avouer que vous ^tes la plus parfaite personne 
du monde. Le premier g^ant de rencontre se moquerait 
de moi, et ce ne serait qu’apr^s Tavoir vaincu et envoys 
vous baiser la main h Paris, qu’il conviendrait que j’eusse 
raison. 

Mr. le Due de Bedford qui 6tait au comble de sa joie 
d’avoir regagn6 la vue quand je lui ai annonc^ le charmant 
portrait qui devait m’arriver, croira qu’on ne lui a pas 
fait reparation tout de bon. Et pour votre amie Milady 
Charlotte il faudra absolument, h cette heure, que votre 
voyage en Angleterre ait lieu, pour la persuader que vous 
n’etes pas devenue actuellement grand’m^re! Oh ! Madame, 

3 Lady Charlotte Burgoyne, wife a little house near Chantoloup, the 
of the general of that name. The country seat of the Duo de Choiseul. 
Burgoynes lived for some years in 
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il n’y a que le premier pas vers cet ev^nement qui pourrait 
me consoler du changement qu’a op6re cet abominable 
M. de CarmonteL Mais non, Madame, vous n’etes point 
cbangee, temoin la grace de votre intention. Les peintres 
n’ont point de pouvoir sur ma reconnaissance, qui vous voit 
telle que vous etes. Elle retouche le tableau et vous rend 
toutes les graces. 

Eut-il reussi comme au portrait de Madame du Deffand, 
encore y manquerait-il ce que j’eusse cherche inutilement; 
r^loquence, Telegance, la saine raison, la bonte, Thumilite, 
et I’affabilite, sont-elles du ressort de la peinture? Voila 
ce que vous eussiez possede, Madame, avec une figure toute 
comme celle du tableau; cependant tout n’est pas perdu. 
Sous le joli badinage de la poupee on decouvre cette unique 
duchesse, femme de premier ministre, qui quitte les plaisirs 
et la grandeur pour amuser les tristes moments d’une digne 
amie. Voila cette ame qui en d4pit de la maladresse du 
peintre se peint elle-m^me. Voilk d’oii vient, Madame, que 
j’adore ce pr^cieux monument de votre bon cceur. Voila 
d’oii vient que je dis et que je dirai toujours, je suis 
content. 

J’ai rhonneur d’etre, Madame la Duchesse, votre tres 
reconnaissant et trfes fiddle serviteur, 

H. Walpole. 


1205. To SiE Hoeace Mann. 

Arlington Street, Feb. 26, 1768. 

My list of dates tells me I ought to write to you, as 
it is above a month since I did. As nothing of any 
importance has happened, I missed the fit. The House of 
Commons has been employed in ferreting out bribery and 
corruption, and punishing some borough-jobbers and the 
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Corporation of Oxford wlio rather deserved thanks for not 
having taken the money for themselves. Then we had 
a flaming bilP proposed, equal to the Self-denying Ordi¬ 
nance of last century; and, as if Satan himself had drawn 
it, the only result would have been perjury; but we had 
the grace not to swallow it. The opposition picked up 
spirits and plumped up their minority ,* but pushing their 
advantages too warmly, they fell on a jovial parson who 
was supported by the Treasury, and accused by one old 
sinner much worse than himself, and so sitting till past 
one in the morning, the minority was again reduced to 
39 against 155 This blow will probably put an end to 
the campaign and to the Parliament—a Parliament for ever 
memorable; but you %^ill excuse me from writing their 
panegyric! Old Mr. Onslow, the last Speaker, did not live 
to see their exit; and when they meet, I believe he will 
not regret that he had nothing to do with them. His death 
was long, and dreadfully painful, but he supported his 
agony with great patience, dignity, good humour, and even 
good breeding. 

Monsieur du Chatelet^ is at last arrived, and is to be 

Lkttkr 1206.—The Mayor and the ministers, that one Bennet, par- 
Aldermen of Oxford ojffered to re-elect son of Aldborough, and attached to 
their members if the latter would Townshend, had vaunted that ho 
engage to pay the debts of the Cor- could obtain the dismission of any 
poration, amounting to seven thou- officer of the revenue who should 
sand five hundred pounds. The vote for Fonnereau.’ Grenville and 
matter was laid before the House of others insisted on an inquiry into 
Commons. The Mayor and Alder- the matter. Bennet was called to 
men were committed to Kewgate for the bar of the House of Commons, 
five days. On their discharge they In the course of the inquiry ‘ it camo 
were reprimanded by the Speaker at out that [Fonnereau] had not only 
the bar of the House. been more criminal than the olergy- 

2 Beckford, on Jan. 20, moved for man, but for a series of years had 
leave to bring in a bill to oblige established and profited of minis- 
members of Parliament to swear that terial influence in the borough in 
they had not bribed their electors. question . . . the parson was ac- 

* /One Fonnereau, a peevish man, quitted by 155 to 89.’ {Memoirs of 
who had all his life been a court George IIl^ ed. 1894, vol. Hi. pp 112 
tool, complained that Ohauncy Town- and 114.) 

shend,abrother-depend^t,butmore * Louis Marie Francois, Marquis 
favoured, had so much interest with (afterwards Duo) du Chatelet d’Ha- 
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very sumptuous and magnificent. The ambassadress, I 
believe, will not come till the autumn. Lord Cathcart 
has kissed hands for Eussia, in the room of Sir George 
Macartney, who has married Lord Bute’s second daughter, 
and is to be in Parliament. 

We are drowning again for the second winter, and hear 
of nothing but floods and (h^olation: but, come! I will 
not look for such common news to fill up my letter, but 
tell you a short story, and bid you good night. Last 
Monday there was at court a sea-captain who has been 
prisoner at Algiers. He was complaining how cruelly he 
had been used. They asked how ? ^ Why,’ said he, ‘ you 

see I am not strong, and could do no hard labour, and so 
they put me to hatch eggs; ’ but his greatest grievance was, 
that, when he had hatched a brood, they took away his 
chickens. Did you ever hear of a more tender-hearted old 
hen ? I laughed till I cried. Adieu! 

1306 . To Thomas Gray. 

Arlington Street, Friday night, Feb. 26. 

I PLAGUE you to death, but I must reply a few more 
words. I shall be very glad to see in print, and to have 
those that are worthy see your ancient odes; but I was 
in hopes there were some pieces, too, that I had not seen. 
I am sorry there are not. 

I troubled you about Perkin’s proclamation, because Mr. 
Hume lays great stress upon it, and insists, that if Perkin 
affirmed his brother was killed, it must have been true, 
if he was true Duke of York. Mr. Hume would have per¬ 
suaded me that the proclamation is in Stowe, but I can find 
no such thing there; nor, what is more, in Casley’s^ 

raucourt, French Ambassador in Lettee 1206. — i David Casley, 
London ; d. 1793. His wife was of author of a Catalogue of MSS. Otf the 
the De Roohechouart family. King^s Ltbrary (1734). 
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Catalogue, wHch I have twice looked over carefully. I wrote 
to Sir David Dalrymple in Scotland, to inquire after it, 
because I would produce it if I could, though it should 
make against me: but he, I believe, thinking I inquired 
with the contrary view, replied very drily, that it was 
published at York, and was not to be found in Scotland. 
Whether he is displeased that I have plucked a hair from 
the tresses of their great historian or whether, as I suspect, 
he is offended for King William; this reply was all the 
notice he took of my letter and book. I only smiled ; 
as I must do when I find one party is angry with me 
on King William’s, and the other on Lord Clarendon’s 
account. 

The answer advertised is Guthrie’s who is furious that 
I have taken no notice of Ms History. I shall take as 
little of his pamphlet; but his end will be answered, if 
he sells that and one or two copies of his History. Mr, 
Hume, I am told, has drawn up an answer, too, which I 
shall see, and, if I can, will get him to publish; for, if 
I should ever choose to say anything more on this subject, 
I had rather reply to him than to hackney-writers: to the 
latter, indeed, I never will reply. A few notes I have to 
add that will be very material; and I wish to get some 
account of a book that was once sold at Osborn’s, that 
exists perhaps at Cambridge, and of which I found a memo¬ 
randum t’other day in my note-book. It is called A Paradox, 
or Apology for BicJiard the Third, by Sir William Corn¬ 
wallis \ If you will discover it, I should be much obliged 
to you. 

Lord Sandwich, with whom I have not exchanged a 

2 Bishop Leslie. ^ author of Essays on certain Paradoxes^ 

2 William Gruthrie (1708--1770), one of which is entitled The Praise of 
author of Histories of England and King Richard III. CornwaUis died 
Scotland. about 1681. 

* Sir William Cornwallis, Knight, 
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syllable since the general warrants, very obligingly sent 
me an account of the Eoll at Kimbolton; and has since, 
at my desire, borrowed it for me and sent it to town. It 
is as long as my Lord Lyttelton’s History; but by what 
I can read of it (for it is both ill-written and much decayed), 
it is not a roll of kings, but of all that have been possessed 
of, or been Earls of Warwick : or have not—for one of the 
first earls is iEneas. How, or wherefore, I do not know, 
but amongst the first is Kichard the Third, in whose reign 
it was finished, and with whom it concludes. He is there 
again with his wife and son, and Edward the Fourth, and 
Clarence® and his wife, and Edward their son (who un¬ 
luckily is a little old man), and Margaret Countess of 
Salisbury, their daughter.—But why do I say with these ? 
There is everybody else too—and what is most meritorious, 
the habits of all the times are admirably well observed from 
the most savage ages. Each figure is tricked with a pen, 
well drawn, but neither coloured nor shaded. Eichard is 
straight, but thinner than my print; his hair short, and 
exactly curled in the same manner; not so handsome as 
mine, but what one might really believe intended for the 
same countenance, as drawn by a different painter, espe¬ 
cially when so small; for the figures in general are not 
so long as one’s finger. His Queen is ugly, gfnd with just 
such a square forehead as in my print, but I cannot say 
like it. Nor, indeed, where forty-five figures out of fifty 
(I have not counted the number) must have been imaginary, 
can one lay great stress on the five. I shall, however, have 
these figures copied, especially as I know of no other image 
of the son. Mr. Astle is to come to me to-morrow morning 
to explain the writing. 

6 Q-eorge Plantagenet (1449-1478), Kevill, Earl of Warwick and Salis- 
Dnke of Clarence, brother of King bury- Their son was Edward Plan- 
Edward IV; m. (1469) Lady Isabel t&genet, Earl of Warwick and 
hTevill, eldest daughter of Bichard Salisbury, beheaded in 1490. 
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I wish you had told me in what age your Franciscan 
friars lived; and what the passage in Comines is. I am 
very ready to make awiendQ honorable. Thank you for the 
notes on the Noble Authors. They shall be inserted when 
I make a new edition, for the sake of the trouble the person 
has taken, though they are of little consequence. Dodsley 
has asked me for a new edition; but I have had little 
heart to undertake such work, no more than to mend 
my old Hnen. It is pity one cannot be born an ancient, 
and have commentators to do such jobs for one! Adieu ! 

Yours ever, 

Hor. Walpole. 

Saturday morning. 

On reading over your letter again this morning, I do 
find the age in which the friars lived—I read and write 
in such a hurry, that I think I neither know what I read 
or say. 


1207. To Sir Horace Mann. 

Arlington Street, March 8, 1768. 

I FIND by your letter and by what Mr. Mackenzie has 
told me himself within these two days, that he has gone 
farther and let you more into the affair than I chose to 
do ; and I will tell you why I did not. I set no value 
on the jpromise of a favour; and I hold a disappointment 
more grievous than expectation pleasing. But since you 
know so much, I will tell you all. On Mr. Mackenzie’s 
suggestion, I prevailed on Mr. Conway to make your riband 
his request, when he resigned the Seals. The King received 
it most graciously, and granted the request. But as I found 
no time fixed, and know how often old promises are super¬ 
seded by new, I thought best to say nothing of the matter, 
till I could tell you the affair was completed. When that 
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will be, the Lord knows. By the delay, I suppose not 
till there are more vacant to bestow. Mr. Mackenzie says 
he has again spoke to the Duke of Grafton, who says he 
looks upon your riband as settled. Still I advise you not 
to be too sanguine, nor to mention it where you are, as 
you would be mortified, if any accident should prevent the 
accomplishment. 

I do think that you sent me the account of the statues; 
I wiU look for it at Strawberry, where it must be if I have 
it; and where it must be if I ever had it. 

Our and my last Parliament will be dissolved the day 
after to-morrow. I do not know a single syllable of other 
political news. 

Mr. Conway and Lady Ailesbury have had a signal 
escape—I was going to say, but attended with shocking 
circumstances, but, as I was writing the preceding words, 
my footman is come in, and says the affair is discovered. 
In short, last Wednesday, they were waked at six in the 
morning with an alarm that the house was on fire. It 
was so; a new library, just finished, was in flames. Many 
of the books are destroyed, many damaged ; pictures burnt, 
and some papers, and nine hundred pounds in bank-notes, 
gone; all appearances of a robbery attempted to be con¬ 
cealed by setting fire to the room in three places. Thus, 
the suspicion fell on a set of old and faithful servants. 
I now hear that the assassin is discovered, and is a servant 
of the Duke of Eichmond. I know no more yet. Adieu ! 
I must go and inquire; for they have been in miserable 
suspense, and the whole town has been blaming him and 
her, because they would not believe it could be done by 
their own servants. 
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1208 . To G-eoege Montagu. 

Arlington Street, March 12, 17G8. 

The iioTise, &c., described in the enclosed advertisement 
I should think might suit you; I am sure its being in my 
neighbourhood would make me glad, if it did. I know 
no more than what you will find in this scrap of paper, 
nor what the rent is, nor whether it has a chamber as 
big as Westminster Hall; but as you have flown about 
the world, and are returned to your ark without finding 
a place to rest your foot, I should think you might as well 
inquire about the house I notify to you, as set out with 
your caravan to Greatworth, like a Tartar chief; especially 
as the laws of this country will not permit you to stop 
in the first meadow you like, and turn your horses to 
grazing, without saying l)y your leave. 

As my senatorial dignity is gone, and the sight of my 
name is no longer worth threepence, I shall not put you 
to the expense of a cover, and I hope the advertisement 
will not be taxed, as I seal it to the paper. In short, I 
retain so much iniquity from the last infamous Parliament, 
that you see I would still cheat the public. The comfort 
I feel in sitting peaceably here, instead of being at Lynn 
in the high fever of a contested election, which at best 
would end in my being carried about that large town like 
the figure of a pope at a bonfire, is very great. I do not 
think, when that function is over, that I shall repent my 
resolution. What could I see, but sons and grandsons 
playing over the same knaveries, that I have seen their 
fathers and grandfathers act ? Could I hear oratory beyond 
my Lord Chatham’s? Will there ever be parts equal to 
Charles Townshend’s? Will George Grenville cease to be 
the most tiresome of beings ? Will he not be constantly 
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whining, and droning, and interrupting, like a cigale in 
a sultry day in Italy. 

Guthrie has published two criticisms on my Bichard; 
one abusive in the Critical Eeview; t’other very civil and 
even flattering in a pamphlet—both so stupid and con¬ 
temptible, that I rather prefer the first, as making some 
attempt at vivacity; but in point of argument, nay, and 
of humour, at which he makes an effort too, both things 
are below scorn. As an instance of the former, he says, 
the Duke of Clarence might die of drinking sack, and so 
be said to be drowned in a butt of malmsey ! of the latter 
sort, are his calling the Lady Bridget^ Lad^ Biddy^ and 
the Duke of York poor little fellow I I will weary you with 
no more such stuff I 

The weather is so very March, that I cannot enjoy my 
new holidays at Strawberry yet. I sit reading and writing 
close to the fire. 

Sterne has published two little volumes, called Sentimental 
Travels. They are very pleasing, though too much dilated, 
and infinitely preferable to his tiresome Tristram Shandy, of 
which I never could get through three volumes. In these 
there is great good nature and strokes of delicacy. Gray has 
added to his poems three ancient Odes from Norway and 
Wales. The subjects of the two first are grand and 
picturesque, and there is his genuine vein in them; but 
they are not interesting, and do not, like his other poems, 
touch any passion. Our human feelings, which he masters 
at will in his former pieces, are here not affected. Who can 
care through what horrors a Eunic savage arrived at all the 
joys and glories they could conceive, the supreme felicity of 
boozing ale out of the skull of an enemy in Odin’s hall 2 — 

Lettke 1208. —Fourtli dangliter 2 j’Jiq Fatal Sisters, The Descent of 
of King Edward IV. Site became Odin, and The Triumjfhs Owen, 
a mm. 
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Oil, yes, just now perhaps these Odes would be tasted at 
many a contested election. Adieu! 

Yours ever, 

H. W. 


1209. To SiE Hobace Mann. 

Arlington Street, Thursday, March 31, 1768. 

I HAVE received your letter, with the extract of that from 
Mr. Mackenzie. You know it was not agreeable to my 
opinion that you should hear of the new promise, because 
when it is not immediately executed, I look upon it as little 
preferable to an old one, and because I thought it would be 
raising the quicksilver of your impatience unnecessarily. 
I do not think any honours will be bestowed yet. The 
peerages are all postponed to an indefinite time. If you 
are in a violent hurry, you may petition the ghosts of your 
neighbours—Masaniello and the Gracchi. The spirit of one 
of them walks here; nay, I saw it go by my window yester¬ 
day, at noon, in a hackney chair. 

Friday. 

I was interrupted yesterday. The ghost is laid for a time 
in a red sea of port and claret. This spectre is the famous 
Wilkes. He appeared the moment the Parliament was 
dissolved. The ministry despised hind. He stood for the 
City of London, and was the last on the poll of seven 
candidates, none but the mob, and most of them without 
votes, favouring him. He then offered himself to the 
county of Middlesex. The election came on last Monday. 
By five in the morning a very large body of weavers, &c., 
took possession of Piccadilly, and the roads and turnpikes 
leading to Brentford, and would suffer nobody to pass 
without blue cockades, and papers inscribed 45, 

Wilkes and Liberty/ They tore to pieces the coaches of 
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Sir W. Beauchamp Proctor, and Mr. Cooke, the other 
candidates, though the latter was not there, but in bed 
with the gout, and it was with difficulty that Sir William 
and Mr. Cooke’s cousin got to Brentford. There, however, 
lest it should be declared a void election, Wilkes had the 
sense to keep everything quiet. But, about five, Wilkes 
being considerably ahead of the other two, his mob returned 
to town and behaved outrageously. They stopped every 
carriage, scratched and spoilt several with writmg all over 
them 'Ko. 45/ pelted, threw dirt and stones, and forced 
everybody to huzza for Wilkes. I did but cross Piccadilly 
at eight, in my coach with a French Monsieur d’Angeul, 
whom I was carrying to Lady Hertford’s; they stopped 
us, and bid us huzza. I desired him to let down the glass 
on his side, but, as he was not alert, they broke it to 
shatters. At night they insisted, in several streets, on 
houses being illuminated, and several Scotch refusing, had 
their windows broken. Another mob rose in the City, 
and Harley, the present mayor, being another Sir William 
Walworth, and having acted formerly and now with great 
spirit against Wilkes, and the Mansion House not being 
illuminated, and he out of town, they broke every window, 
and tried to force their way into the house. The trained 
bands were sent for, but did not suffice. At last a party of 
Guards from the Tower, and some lights erected, dispersed 
the tumult. At one in the morning a riot began before 
Lord Bute’s house, in Audley Street, though illuminated. 
They flung two large flints into Lady Bute’s chamber, who 
was in bed, and broke every window in the house. Next 
morning, Wilkes and Cooke were returned members. The 
day was veiy quiet, but at night they rose again, and 
obliged almost every house in town to be lighted up, even 
the Duke of Cumberland’s and Princess Amelia’s. About 
one o’clock they marched to the Duchess of Hamilton’s in 

WALPOLE. VII 
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Argyle Buildings (Lord Lorn ^ being in Scotland). She was 
obstinate, and would not illuminate, though with child, and, 
as they hope, of an heir to the family, and with the Duke, 
her son ^ and the rest of her children in the house. There 
is a small court and parapet wall before the house: they 
brought iron crows, tore down the gates, pulled up the 
pavement, and battered the house for three hours. They 
could not find the key of the back door, nor send for any 
assistance. The night before, they had obliged the Duke 
and Duchess of Northumberland to give them beer, and 
appear at the windows, and drink ^Wilkes’s health.’ They 
stopped and opened the coach of Count Seilern, the Austrian 
ambassador, who has made a formal complaint, on which 
the Council met on Wednesday night, and were going to 
issue a proclamation, but hearing all was quiet, and that 
only a few houses were illuminated in Leicester Fields from 
the terror of the inhabitants, a few constables were sent 
with orders to extinguish the lights, and not the smallest 
disorder has happened since. In short, it has ended like 
other election riots, and with not a quarter of the mischief 
that has been done in some other towns. 

There are, however, difficulties to come. Wilkes has 
notified that he intends to surrender himself to his out¬ 
lawry, the beginning of next term, which comes on the 
17th of this month. There is said to be a flaw in the 
proceedings, in which case his election will be good, though 
the King’s Bench may fine or imprison him on his former 
sentence. In my own opinion, the House of Commons is 
the place where he can do the least hurt, for he is a 
wretched speaker, and will sink to contempt, like Admiral 
Yernon, who I remember just such an illuminated hero, 

Letter 1209.—John CampbeU, ning-, Duclioss Dowagor of Hamilton. 
Lord Lorn, eldest son of John, Duke Walpole. 

of Argyll, and second husband of the 2 D^ike of Hamilton, her son by hor 

celebrated beauty, Elizabeth Gun- first husband. Walpole. 
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with two birthdays in one year. Yon will say, he can 
write better than Vernon—true; and therefore his case is 
more desperate. Besides, Vernon was rich: Wilkes is un¬ 
done; and, though he has had great support, his patrons 
will be sick of maintaining him. He must either sink 
to poverty and a jail, or commit new excesses, for which 
he will get knocked on the head. The Scotch are his 
implacable enemies to a man. A Eienzi ^ cannot stop: 
their histories are summed up in two words—a triumph 
and an assassination. 

I must finish, for Lord Hertford is this moment come in, 
and insists on my dining with the Prince of Monaco, who is 
come over to thank the King for the presents his Majesty 
sent him on his kindness and attention to the late Duke of 
York. You shall hear the suite of the above histories, 
-which I sit quietly and look at, having nothing more to do 
with the storm, and sick of politics, but as a spectator, while 
they pass over the stage of the world. Adieu! 

1210. To Gteoege Montagu. 

strawberry Hill, April 15, 1708. 

Me. Chute tells me that you have taken a new house in 
Squireland, and have given yourself up for two years more 
to port and parsons. I am very angry, and resign you to 
the works of the devil or the Church, I don’t care which. 
You will get the gout, turn Methodist, and expect to ride 
to heaven upon your own great toe. I was happy with your 
telling me how well you love me, and though I don’t love 
loving, I could have poured out all the fullness of my heart 
to such an old and true friend—but what am I the bettei: 
for it, if I am to see you but two or three days in the year? 
I thought you would at last come and while away the 
s Nicolo Eienzi, ^ famous demagogue at Kome. Walpole. 

N 2 
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remainder of life on the banks of the Thames in gaiety and 
old tales. I have quitted the stage, and the Clive is preparing 
to leave itWe shall neither of us ever be grave: dowagers 
roost all around us, and you could never want cards or 
mirth. Will you end like a fat farmer, repeating annually 
the price of oats, and discussing stale newspapers? There 
have you got, I hear, into an old gallery, that has not been 
glazed since Queen Elizabeth, and under the nose of an 
infant Duke and Duchess ^ that will understand you no 
more than if you wore a ruff and a coif, and talk to them 
of a call of Serjeants the year of the Spanish Armada! 
Your wit and humour will be as much lost upon them, as 
if you talked the dialect of Chaucer: for with all the divinity 
of wit, it grows out of fashion like a fardingale. I am con¬ 
vinced that the young men at White’s already laugh at 
G-eorge Selwyn’s hons mots only by tradition. I avoid 
talking before the youth of the age as I would dancing 
before them; for if one’s tongue don’t move in the steps 
of the day, and thinks to please by its old graces, it is only 
an object of ridicule, like Mrs. Hobart*^ in her cotillon. 

I tell you we should get together, and comfort ourselves 
with reflecting on the brave days that we have known— 
not that I think people were a jot more clever or wise in 
our youth than they are now; but as my system is always 
to live in a vision as much as I can, and as visions don’t 
increase with years, there is nothing so natural as to think 
one remembers what one does not remember, 

1 have finished my tragedy^, but as you would not bear 
the subject, I will say no more of it, but that Mr. Chute, 

Letter 1210.—Mrs. Clive retired of Ancaster; m. (1767) Hon. George 
in April 1769. Hobart, brother of second Earl of 

2 The Duke and Duchess of Buc- Buckinghamshire, whom he suooeed- 
cleuoh, who had a seat at Adderbnry ed in 1798. 

in Oxfordshire. * The Mysterious Mother, of which 

* Albinia (d. 1816), daughter of fifty copies were printed at Straw- 
Lord Vere Bertie, son of first Duke berry Hill. 
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who is not easily pleased, likes it, and G-ray, who is still 
more difficult, approves it. I am not yet intoxicated enough 
with it to think it would do for the stage, though I wish to 
see it acted; but, as Mrs. Pritchard leaves the stage next 
month, I know nobody could play the Countess; nor am 
I disposed to expose myself to the impertinences of that 
jackanapes Garrick, who lets nothing appear but his own 
wretched stuff, or that of creatures still duller, who suffer 
him to alter their pieces as he pleases. I have written an 
epilogue in character for the Clive, which she would speak 
admirably—^but I am not so sure that she would like to 
speak it. Mr. Conway, Lady Ailesbury, Lady Lyttelton, 
and Miss Eich, are to come hither the day after to-morrow, 
and Mr. Conway and I are to read my play to them; for 
I have not strength enough to go through the whole alone. 

My press is revived, and is printing a French play® 
written by the old President Henault. It was damned 
many years ago at Paris, and yet I think is.better than 
some that have succeeded, and much better than any of 
our modern tragedies. I print it to please the old man, as 
he was exceedingly kind to me at Paris; but I doubt 
whether he will live till it is finished. He is to have 
a hundred copies, and there are to be but an hundred 
more, of which you shall have one. 

Adieu! though I am very angry with you, I deserve all 
your friendship, by that I have for you, witness my anger 
and disappointmont. 

Yours ever, 

H. W. 

P.S. Send me your new direction, and tell me when 
I must begin to use it. 

6 Comeliej Vestale: tragidie. 
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1211. To THE Eev. William Cole. 

Strawberry Hill, April 16, 1768. 

Well, dear Sir, does your new habitation improve as the 
spring advances? There has been dry weather and east 
wind enough to drain and parch the fens. We find that 
the severe beginning of this last winter has made terrible 
havoc among the evergreens, though of old standing. Half 
my cypresses have been bewitched and turned into brooms, 
and the laurustinus is perished everywhere. I am Goth 
enough to choose now and then to believe in prognostics, 
and I hope this destruction imports, that, though foreigners 
should take root here, they cannot last in this climate. I 
would fain persuade myself that we are to be our own 
empire to eternity. 

The Duke of Manchester has lent me an invaluable 
curiosity, I mean invaluable to us antiquaries—but perhaps 
I have already mentioned it to you, I forget whether I have 
or not. It is the original Eoll of the Earls of Warwick, as 
long as my gallery, and drawn by John Kous’^ himself—ay, 
and what is more, there are portraits of Kichard III, his 
Queen and son, the two former corresponding almost exactly 
with my print, and a panegyric on the virtues of Kichard, 
and a satire, upwards and downwards, on the illegal mai'riage 
of Edward IV, and on the extortions of Henry YII. I have 
had these and seven other portraits copied, and shall, some 
time or other, give plates of them—but I wait for an excuse ; 
I mean till Mr. Hume shall publish a few remarks he has 
made on my book—they are very far from substantial, yet 
still better than any other trash that has been written 
against it, nothing of which deserves an answer. 

Letter 1211.—John Eons or Eoss (d. 1491), priest of the ohapol at Gay’s 
Cliffe, near Warwick. 
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I have long had thoughts of drawing up something for 
London like St. Foix’s ^ Eues de Paris, and have made some 
collections. I wish you would be so good, in the course of 
your reading, to mark down any passage to that end ; as 
where any great houses of the nobility were situated, or in 
what street any memorable event happened. I fear the 
subject will not furnish much till later times, as our Princes 
kept their courts up and down the country in such a vagrant 
manner. 

I expect Mr. Gray and Mr. Mason to pass the day with 
me here to-morrow. When I am more settled here, I shall 
put you in mind of your promise to bestow more than one 
day on me. 

I hope the Methodist, your neighbour, does not, like his 
patriarch Whitfield, encourage the people to forge, murder, 
&c., in order to have the benefit of being converted at the 
gallows. That arch-rogue preached lately a funeral sermon 
on one Gibsonhanged for forgery, and told his audience, 
that he could assure them Gibson was now in heaven, and 
that another fellow, executed at the same time, had the 
happiness of touching Gibson^s coat as he was turned off. 
As little as you and I agree about an hundred years ago, 
I don’t desire a reign of fanatics. Oxford has begun with 
these rascals, and I hope Cambridge will wake—I don’t 
mean that I would have them persecuted, which is what 
they wish—but I would have the clergy fight them and 
ridicule them. Adieu! dear Sir. 

Yours ever, 

H. W. 


2 Germain I’rain 9 ois PonUain de ® James Gibson, executed at Ty- 
St. Poix (1703-1776), author of Esaais burn on March 23,1768. 

JECMoriques mr Paris. 
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1212. To Thomas Astle. 

Peak SiE, Arlington Street, April 22, 1768. 

You was so good as to say you would procure a person 
for me, who could transcribe the inscriptions on the Puke 
of Manchester’s Eoll of the Earls of Warwick; but as you 
thought the expense would be considerable, I wish, Sir, 
I could see such a person, that I might know what he 
would ask for that work. I shall be much obliged to you, 
Sir, if you can send any such person to me, or will only 
inform me where I may meet with him. You will excuse, 
I hope, the trouble I give you, though it is not for myself, 
to whom you have always been most obliging. 

I am, Sir, 

Your obedient humble servant, 

Hor. Walpole. 

1213. To Sir Horace Makist. 

strawberry Hill, April 2S, 1768. 

As Wednesday last was the great day of expectation when 
Mr. Wilkes was to, and did, make his appearance in the 
King’s Bench, I ought to have told you the event by Friday’s 
post; but, my dear Sir, I could tell you no event; nor was 
I in my life ever so puzzled to translate law into so much 
sense as would form a narrative. Would not one think that 
on so common an event as an outlawry and surrender, it 
must be as weU known in Westminster Hall what is to be 
done, as a schoolboy knows he is to be whipt if he plays 
truant ? Ho such matter! All the great lawyers in England 
are now disputing in barbarous Latin and half English, 

Lbttee 1212.— ^Not in 0. j now first printed from original in possossion 
of Mr. E. Barker. 
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whether ^Wilkes’ is ‘Wilkes/ whether he can surrender 
himself when he does surrender, with twenty more ques¬ 
tions equally absurd, with which they have puzzled them¬ 
selves, and, by consequence, all England, and, by consequence, 
all Europe. There are, at least, two dozen French now 
writing from London to Paris, that the capias utlegatum 
was not taken out as it should have been, and that the fiat 
should have been issued, &c. Well, patience! Let us come 
to facts, if we cannot get at meaning. 

On Wednesday all precautions were taken to prevent 
riots. Westminster Hall was garrisoned by constables, and 
Horse and Foot Guards were ready to support them. 

Wilkes had applied to the Attorney-GeneraP for a writ 
of error against his outlawry, which the Attorney had 
promised, as they say; but the night before had been over¬ 
persuaded by the Master of the Bolls ^ not to sign the fiat 
Wilkes appeared according to promise. The Attorney- 
General moves to commit him. Lord Mansfield and the 
Judges of the King’s Bench tell him the capias utlegatum 
should have been taken out, and, not having been, there 
was no such person as Mr. Wilkes before them; nay, that 
there was no such person, for, Mr. Wilkes being an outlaw, 
an utlegatics does not exist in the eye of the law. However, 
this non entity made a long speech, and abused the Chief 
Justice to his face, though they say, with great trembling— 
and then—why then?—one or two hallooed, and nobody 
answered, and Mr. Wilkes walked away, and the Judges 
went home to dinner, and a great crowd, for there was 
a vast crowd, though no mobbing, retired. 

This passed on Wednesday; it is now Saturday night. 
Several capias issued, and the Lord Mayor has turned out 
some of the Sheriffs’ of&cers for not apprehending Wilkes. 

LsTTiiR 1213.—1 Six William de Grey. 

2 Sir Thomas Sewell 
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In short, some are afraid; more want to shift the unpopu¬ 
larity from their own shoulders to those of others; Wilkes 
does not resist, but rather shifts his quarters, not being 
impatient to have his cause tried when he is on the wrong 
side of a prison. The people are disposed to be angry, but 
do not know wherefore, and the court had rather provocation 
was given than give it; and so it is a kind of defensive war, 
that I believe will end with little bloodshed. At least, 
hitherto, it is so uninteresting, that I should not have 
studied it so much, but to try to explain it to you, as at 
such a distance you might think it more considerable. As 
I shall be in town to-morrow, and my letter cannot go away 
till Tuesday, I will tell you if I hear any more, though 
I am heartily thed of the subject, and very indiiferent about 
the hero. 

Tuesday, 26tli. 

I am not a jot wiser than I was. Wilkes has certainly 
played at hide and seek, and is heartily sick of his personage, 
and would fain make his peace, having the sense to see that 
he must fall at last. There was a great crowd at West¬ 
minster to-day, expecting his appearance, but I do not know 
whether he came or not, for I have not been abroad, nor 
seen anybody that could tell. Ex quovis ligno fit Mercurius, 
but not a Cromwell. Adieu ! 

1214. To Sib Hobace Mann. 

Arlington Street, Thursday, May 12, 1768. 

You sit very much at your ease, my dear Sir, demanding 
ribands and settling the conveyance. W^e are a little more 
gravely employed. We are glad if we can keep our windows 
whole, or pass and repass unmolested. I caU it reading 
history as one goes along the streets. Now we have a 
chapter of Clodius—now an episode of Prynne, and so on. 
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I do'not love to think what the second volume must be of 
a flourishing nation running riot. You have my text; now 
for the application. 

Wilkes, on the 27th of last month, was committed to the 
King’s Bench. The mob would not suffer him to be carried 
thither, but took off the horses of his hackney-coach and 
drew him through the City to Cornhill. He there per¬ 
suaded them to disperse, and then stole to the prison and 
surrendered himself. Last Saturday his cause was to be 
heard, but his counsel pleading against the validity of the 
outlawry, Lord Mansfield took time to consider, and ad¬ 
journed the hearing till the beginning of next term, which 
is in June. 

The day before yesterday the Parliament met. There 
have been constant crowds and mobbing at the prison, but, 
on Tuesday, they insisted on taking Wilkes out of prison 
and carrying him to Parliament. The tumult increased so 
fast, that the Biot Act was read, the soldiers fired, and 
a young man^ was shot. The mob bore the body about 
the streets to excite more rage, and at night it went so far 
that four or five more persons were killed, and the uproar 
quashed, though they fired on the soldiers from the windows 
of houses. The partisans of Wilkes say the young man 
was running away, was pursued and killed; and the jury 
have brought it in wilful murder against the officer and 
men: so they must take their trials; and it makes their 
case very hard, and lays Government under great difficulties. 
On the other side, the young man is said to have been 
very riotous, and marked as such by the Guards. But this 
is not all. We have independent mobs, that have nothing 
to do with Wilkes, and who only take advantage of so 
favourable a season. The dearness of provisions incites, 
the hope of increase of wages allures, and drink puts them 
Letter 1214.—1 His name was Williajn Allen. 
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in motion. The coal-heavers began, and it is well it is not 
a hard frost, for they have stopped all coals coming to town. 
The saw 3 "ers rose too, and at last the sailors, who have com¬ 
mitted great outrages on merchant ships, and prevented 
them from sailing. I just touch the heads, which would 
make a great figure if dilated in Baker’s Chronicle among 
the calamities at the end of a reign. The last mob, how¬ 
ever, took an extraordinary turn; for many thousand sailors 
came to petition the Parliament yesterday, but in the most 
respectful and peaceable manner; desired only to have their 
grievances examined; if reasonable, redressed; if not reason¬ 
able, they would be satisfied. Being told that their flags 
and colours, with which they paraded, were illegal, they 
cast them away. Nor was this all: they declared for the 
King and Parliament, and beat and drove away Wilkes’s 
mob. 

It is now Friday morning; everything was quiet yesterday. 
Lord Suffolk moved the Lords to address the King to confer 
some mark of favour on the Lord Mayor Harley, for his 
active and spirited behaviour. The Duke of Grafton 
answered that it was intended; and the House were very 
zealous, I hope neither the King of Westminster nor the 
King of London will think of the red riband I 

I wish with all my heart I may have no more to tell you 
of riots; not that I ever think them very serious things, 
but just to the persons on whom the storm bursts. But 
I pity poor creatures who are deluded to their fate, and fall 
by gin or faction, when they have not a real grievance to 
complain of, but what depends on the elements, or causes 
past remedy. I cannot bear to have the name of Liberty 
profaned to the destruction of the cause; for frantic tumults 
only lead to that terrible corrective. Arbitrary Power,— 
which cowards call out for as protection, and knaves are so 
ready to grant. 
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I Tbelieve you will soon hear of the death of Princess 
Louisa who is in a deep consumption. 

I am much obliged to Lord Stormont for his kind thoughts, 
and am glad you are together. You wiU be a comfort to 
him, and it must be very much so to you at this time, 
to have a rational man to talk with instead of old fools and 
young ones, boys and travelling governors. 

I say nothing about the riband, because you must be 
sensible how very unlikely it is to make its appearance just 
now. Adieu I 

1215. To THE Eev. William Cole. 

strawberry Hill, June 6, 1768. 

You have told me what makes me both soriy and glad: 
long have I expected the appearance of Ely, and thought it 
at the eve of coming forth! Now you tell me it is not half 
written—but then I am rejoiced that you are to write it. 
Pray do ,• the author is very much in the right to make you 
author for him. I cannot say you have addressed yourself 
quite so judiciously as he has. I never heard of Cardinal 
Lewis of Luxembourg^ in my days, nor have a scrap of the 
history of Normandy, but Ducarel’s tour to the Conqueror’s 
kitchen. But the best way will be to come and rummage 
my library yourself; not to set me to writing the lives of 
prelates; I shall strip them stark, and you will have them 
to re-consecrate. Cardinal Morton ^ is at your service: pray 
say for him, and of me, what you please. I have very 
slender opinion of his integrity; but, as I am not spiteful, 
it would be hard to exact from you a less favourable account 

s The King’s sister. Walpole. 2 Cardinal John Morton (d. 1600), 

Lettke 1216.—1 Cardinal Louis Bishop of Ely, 1489-96; Archbishop 
de Luxembourg St. Pol, Archbishop of Canterbury, 1496 -1600; Lord 
of Rouen and Bishop of Ely, 1438- Chancellor, 1486-1600. 

43; d. 1443. 
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of him than I conclude your piety will bestow on all his 
predecessors and successors. Seriously, you know how 
little I take contradiction to heart, and beg you will have 
no scruples about defending Morton. When I bestow but 
a momentary smile on the abuse of my answerers, I am not 
likely to stint a friend in a fair and obliging remark. The 
man that you mention, who calls himself Imjoartialis, is, 
I suppose, some hackney historian, I shall never inquire 
whom, angry at being censured in the lump, and not named. 
I foretold he would drop his criticisms before he entered on 
Perkin Warbeck, which I knew he could not answer, and 
so it happened—good night to him! 

Unfortunately, I am no culinary antiquary; the Bishop 
of Carlisle®, who is, I have oft heard talk of a sotelle\ as 
an ancient dish. He is rambling between London, Hagley, 
and Carlisle, that I do not know where to consult him; 
but, if the book is not printed before winter, I am sure he 
could translate your bill of fare into modern phrase. As 
I trust I shall see you here some time this summer, you 
might bring your papers with you, and we will try what we 
can make of them. Tell me, do, when it will be most con¬ 
venient for you to come, from now to the end of October. 
At the same time, I will beg to see the letters of the Univer¬ 
sity to King Eichard: and shall be still more obliged to you 
for the print of Jane Shore, I have a very bad mezzotinto 
of her, either from the picture at Cambridge or Eton. 

I wish I could return these favours by contributing to 
the decoration of your new old house; but, as you know, 
I erected an old house, not demolished one, I had no 
windows, or frames for windows, but what I bespoke on 
purpose for the places where they are. My painted glass 
was so exhausted, before I got through my design, that 

s gharles Lyttelton. ‘subtUty’—the mediaeval name for 

* Jfrobably a mistake for sotelte-^ ornamental dishes of confectionery. 



1768] To Sir Horace Mann 191 

I was forced to have the windows in the gallery painted 
on purpose by Pocket. What scraps I have remaining are 
so bad, I cannot make you pay for the carriage of them, as 
I think there is not one whole piece; but you shall see them 
when you come hither, and I will search if I can find any¬ 
thing for your purpose—I am sure I owe it you. Adieu ! 

Yours ever, 

H. Walpole. 

1216. To Sir Horace Mann. 

strawberry Hill, June 9, 1768. 

To send you empty paragraphs when you expect and want 
news is tantalizing, is not it? Pray agree with me, and 
then you will allow that I have acted very kindly in not 
writing till I had something to tell you. Something, of 
course, means Wilkes, for everything is nothing except the 
theme of the day. There has appeared a violent ITortk 
Briton, addressed to, and written against Lord Mansfield, 
threatening a rebellion if he continued to persecute Mr. 
Wilkes, This paper, they say, Wilkes owned to the 
Chevalier de Chastelux^ a French gentleman, who went 
to see him in the King’s Bench, and who knew him at 
Paris. A rebellion threatened in print is not very terrible. 
However, it was said that the paper was outrageous enough 
to furnish the law with every handle it could want. But 
modern mountains do not degenerate from their ancestors ; 
their issue are still mice. You know, too, that this agrees 
with my system, that this is an age of abortions. Prosecu¬ 
tions were ordered against the publishers and venders, and 
there, I suppose, it will end. 

Yesterday was fixed for the appearance of Wilkes in 

Letter 1216. — Fraii9ois J ean a littirateur and member of the Frencb 
(1734-1788), Marquis de Chastellux, Academy. 
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Westminster Hall. The Judges went down by nine in the 
morning, but the mob had done breakfast still sooner, and 
was there before them; and as Judges stuffed out with 
dignity and lamb-skins are not absolute sprites, they had 
much ado to glide through the crowd. Wilkes’s counsel 
ai^ued against the outlawry, and then Lord Mansfield, in 
a speech of an hour and a half, set it aside; not on their 
reasons, but on grounds which he had discovered in it him¬ 
self. I think they say it was on some flaw in the Christian 
name of the county, which should not have been Middlesex 
to witj —but I protest I don’t know, for I am here alone, 
and picked up my intelligence as I walked in our meadows 
by the river. You, who may be walking by the Arno, will, 
perhaps, think there was some timidity in this; but the 
depths of the law are wonderful! So pray don’t make any 
rash conclusions, but stay till you get better information. 

Well I now he is gone to prison again,—I mean Wilkes ; 
and on Tuesday he is to return to receive sentence on the 
old guilt of writing, as the Scotch^ would not call it, the 45, 
though they call the rebellion so. The sentence may be 
imprisonment, fine, or pillory; but as I am still near the 
Thames, I do not think the latter will be chosen. Oh I but 
stay, he may plead against the indictment, and should there 
be an improper Middlesex to wit in that too, why then in 
that case, you know, he did not write the 45, and then he 
is as white as milk, and as free as air, and as good a member 
of Parliament as if he had never been expelled. In short, 
my dear Sir, I am trying to explain to you what I literally 
do not understand; all I do know is, that Mr. Cooke, the 
other member for Middlesex, is just dead, and that we are 
going to have another Middlesex election, which is very 
unpleasant to me, who hate mobs so near as Brentford. 

2 The Scotch called the rebellion in 1716, Hhe 16,’ and that in 1745, 
Hhe 46,’ TVaZiJoZe. ’ 
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Serjeant Glynn Wilkes’s counsel, is the candidate, and 
I suppose the only one, in the present humour of the people, 
who will care to have his brains dashed out, in order to sit 
in Parliament. In truth, this enthusiasm is confined to 
the very mob or little higher, and does not extend beyond 
the coimty. All other riots are ceased, except the little 
civil war between the sailors and coal-heavers, in which two 
or three lives are lost every week. 

What is most disagreeable, even the Emperor of Morocco 
has taken courage on these tumults, and has dared to mutiny 
for increase of wages, like our journeymen tailors. France 
is pert too, and gives herself airs in the Mediterranean. 
Our Paolists were violent for support of Corsica, but I think 
they are a little startled on a report that the hero Paoli is 
like other Patriots, and is gone to Versailles \ for a peerage 
and pension. I was told to-day that at London there are 
murmurs of a war. I shall be sorry if it prove so. Deaths ! 
suspense, say victory;—how end aU our victories? In 
debts and a wretched peace ! Mad world, in the individual 
or the aggregate I 

Well! say I to myself, and what is all this to me? Have 
not I done with that world? Am not I here at peace, 
unconnected with courts and ministries, and indifferent who 
is minister ? What is a war in Europe to me more than a 
war between the Turkish and Persian emperors? True; 
yet self-love makes one love the nation one belongs to, and 
vanity makes one wish to have that nation glorious. Well! 
I have seen it so; I have seen its conquests spread farther 
than Koman eagles thought there was land. I have seen, 
too, the Pretender at Derby; and, therefore, you must know 
that I am content with historic seeing, and wish Fame and 

* John. G-lynia (d, 1779), Eecorder order to protest against tlie sale of 
of London, 1772-79. Corsica to France by the Q-enoese. 

^ Paoli’s visit was undertaken in 
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History would be quiet and content without entertaining 
me with any more sights. We were down at Derby, we 
were up at both Indies; I have no curiosity for any inter¬ 
mediate sights. Indeed, I have no objection to the courts 
of Yersailles and Madrid carting® that old bawd the Pope. 
She will cry as Mother Needham did of her bagnio, ^ What 
will become of this poor Church when I am in the arms of 
my sweet Jesus V 

Your brother was with me just before I came out of town, 
and spoke of you with great kindness, and accused himself 
of not writing to you, but protested it was from not knowing 
what to say to you about the riband. I engaged to write 
for him, so you must take this letter as from him too. I 
told him with pleasure what I tell you, that my Lord 
Mayor has contented himself with the honour of Privy 
Counsellor and the solidity of a contract, and will not dress 
himself in your plumes. When they will be yours, I am 
sure I know not. I hope there will be no war, for some 
hero to take your honours out of your mouth, sword in. 
hand. The first question I shall ask when I go to town 
will be, how my Lord Chatham does? I shall mind his 
health more than the stocks. The least symptom of a war 
win certainly cure him. Adieu I my dear Sir. 


1217, To Q-eoboe Montagit. 

Strawberry Hill, June 15, 1768. 


No, I cannot be so false 
pleased with your situation \ 
that it requires ten years to 
once begin to settle. As you 

5 So in MS. 

Lbttbr 1217.—This letter is ad¬ 
dressed : 


as to say I am glad you are 
You are so apt to take root, 
dig you out again when you 
go pitching your tent up and 

‘To George Montagu, Esq., 
at Adderbury, 
Oxfordshire,’ 
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down, I wish you was still more a Tartar, and shifted your 
quarters perpetually. Yes, I will come and see you; but 
tell me first, when do your Duke and Duchess* travel to 
the north ? I know he is a very amiable lad, and I do not 
know that she is not as amiable a lad<^e 55 , but I had rather 
see their house comfortably when they are not there. 

I perceive the deluge fell upon you before it reached us. 
It began here but on Monday last, and then rained near 
eight-and-forty hours without intermission. My poor hay 
has not a dry thread to its back. I have had a fire these 
three days. In short, every summer one lives in a state of 
mutiny and murmur, and I have found the reason. It is 
because we will affect to have a summer, and we have no 
title to any such thing. Our poets learnt their trade of the 
Romans, and so adopted the terms of their masters. They 
talk of shady groves, purling streams, and cooling breezes, 
and we get sore throats and agues with attempting to realize 
these visions. Master Damon writes a song, and invites 
Miss Chloe to enjoy the cool of the evening, and the deuce 
a bit have we of any such thing as a cool evening. Zephyr 
is a north-east wind, that makes Damon button up to the 
chin, and pinches Ghloe’s nose till it is red and blue; and then 
they cry, ^ This is a bad summer ’—as if we ever had any 
other! The best sun we have is made of Newcastle coal, 
and I am determined never to reckon upon any other. We 
ruin ourselves with inviting over foreign trees, and make 
our houses clamber up hills to look at prospects. How our 
ancestors would laugh at us, who knew there was no being 
comfortable, unless you had a high hill before your nose, 
and a thick warm wood at your back! Taste is too freezing 
a commodity for us, and, depend upon it, will go out of 
fashion again. 

There is indeed a natural warmth in this country, which, 

2 Of Buodeuch. 

O 2 
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as you say, I am yery glad not to enjoy any longer—I mean 
tlie hot-house in St. Stephen’s Chapel. My own sagacity 
makes me very vain, though there was very little merit in 
it. I had seen so much of all parties, that I had little 
esteem left for any; it is most indifferent to me who is in 
or who is out, or which is set in the pillory, Mr, Wilkes or 
my Lord Mansfield. I see the country going to ruin, and 
no man with brains enough to save it. That is mortifying; 
but what signifies who has the undoing it ? I seldom suffer 
myself to think on this subject: my patriotism could do no 
good, and my philosophy can make me be at peace. 

I am sorry you are likely to lose your poor cousin Lady 
Hinchinbrook ^: I heard a very bad account of her when 
I was last in town. Your letter to Madame Eoland shall 
be taken care of—but as you are so scrupulous of making 
me pay postage, I must remember not to overcharge you, 
as I can frank my idle letters no longer—therefore, good 
night. 

Yours ever, 

H. W, 

P.S. I was in town last week, and found Mr. Chute still 
confined. He had a return in his shoulder, but I think it 
more rheumatism than gout. 

1218. To THE Hon. Heney Seymoub Conway. 

strawberry Hill, June 16, 1768. 

I AM glad you have writ to me, for I wanted to write to 
you, and did not know what to say. I have been but two 
nights in town, and then heard of nothing but Wilkes, of 
whom I am tired to death, and of T. Townshend, the truth 

S She died in July 1768. 

Letter 1218.—Collated with original in possession of Earl Waldegrave, 
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of whose story^ I did not know; and indeed the tone of the 
age has made me so uncharitable, that I concluded his ill- 
humour was put on, in order to be mollified with the 
reversion of his father’s place, which I know he has long 
wanted; and the destination of the Pay Office has been so 
long notified, that I had no notion of his not liking the 
arrangement. For the new Paymaster % I could not think 
him worth writing a letter on purpose. By your letter and 
the enclosed, I find Townshend has been very ill-treated, 
and I like his spirit in not bearing such neglect and con¬ 
tempt, though wrapped up in 2,700L a year. 

What can one say of the D, of but that his whole 
conduct is childish, insolent, inconstant, and absurd—nay, 
ruinous? Because we are not in confusion enough, he 
makes everything as bad as possible, neglecting on one 
hand, and taking no precautions on the other. I neither 
see how it is possible for him to remain minister, nor whom 
to put in his place, No Government, no police, London and 
Middlesex distracted, the Colonies in rebellion, Ireland ready 
to be so, and France arrogant, and on the point of being 
hostile! Lord Bute accused of all and dying of a panic; 
George Grenville wanting to make rage desperate; Lord 
Eockingham, the Duke of Portland, and the Cavendishes 
thinking we have no enemies but Lord Bute and Dyson, 
and that four mutes and an epigram can set everything to 
rights; the Duk^ of Graffcon like an apprentice, thinking 
the world should be postponed to a whore and a horse-race ; 
and the Bedfords not caring what disgraces we undergo, 
while each of them has 3,000L a year and three thousand 

1 He was Joint Paymaster-GeneraL backwards and forwards every six 
‘ The Dnke of Q-raffcon,... to gratil^ months; and resigning, joined the 
Eigby with the whole employment, opposition.’ (Memoirs of George III^ 
offered to make Townshend one of ed. 1894, voL iii. pp. 162-3.) 
the Vice - Treastirers of Ireland. 2 Eigby. 

Townshend rehised it with warmth, 3 xhe Duke of Gf-raffcon. 
sajdng, he would not be turned 



198 To the Eon. Henry Seymour Conway [i768 

bottles of claret and champagne! Not but that I believe 
these last good folks are still not satisfied with the satis¬ 
faction of their wishes. They have the favour of the Duke 
of Grafton, but neither his confidence nor his company ; so 
that they can neither sell the places in his gift nor his 
secrets. Indeed, they have not the same reasons to be 
displeased with him as you have; for they were his enemies 
and you his friend—and therefore he embraced them and 
dropped you, and I believe would be puzzled to give a 
tolerable reason for either. 

As this is the light in which I see our present situation, 
you will not wonder that I am happy to have nothing to do 
with it. Not that, were it more flourishing, I would ever 
meddle again. I have no good opinion of any of our 
factions, nor think highly of either their heads or their 
hearts. I can amuse myself much more to my satisfaction ; 
and, had I not lived to see my country at the period of its 
greatest glory, I should bear our present state much better. 
I cannot mend it, and therefore will think as little of it as 
I can. The Duke of Northumberland asked me to dine at 
Sion to-morrow ,• but, as his vanity of governing Middlesex 
makes him absurdly meditate to contest the county, I con¬ 
cluded he wanted my interest here, and therefore excused 
myself; for I will have nothing to do with it. 

I shall like much to come to Park Place, if your present 
company stays, or if the Fitzroys or the Eichmonds are 
there; but I desire to be excused from the Cavendishes, 
who have in a manner left me off, because I was so unlucky 
as not to think Lord Eockingham as great a man as my 
Lord Chatham, and Lord John more able than either. If 
you will let me know when they leave you, you shall see 
me: but they would not be glad of my company, nor I of 
theirs. 

My hay and I are drowned; I comfort myself with a fire, 
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but I cannot treat tbe other with any sun, at least not with 
one that has more warmth than the sun in a harlequin- 
farce. 

I went this morning to see the Duchess of Grafton, who 
has got an excellent house and fine prospect, but melancholy 
enough, and so I thought was she herself: I did not ask 
wherefore. 

I go to town to-morrow to see The BevU upon Two Sticks ^ 
as I did last week, but could not get in. I have now 
secured a place in my niece Cholmondeley’s ® box, and am 
to have the additional entertainment of Mrs. Macaulay in 
the same company ; who goes to see herself represented, and 
I suppose figures herself very like Socrates. 

I shall send this letter by the coach, as it is rather free 
spoken, and Sandwich may be prying 

Mr. Chute has found the subject of my tragedy, which 
I thought happened in Tillotson’s time, in the Queen of 
Navarre’s Tales; and what is very remarkable, I had laid 
my plot at Narbonne and about the beginning of the 
Eeformation, and it really did happen in Languedoc and 
in the time of Francis the First. Is not this singular ? 

I hope your canary hen was really with egg by the blue¬ 
bird, and that he will not plead that they are none of his 
and sue for a divorce. Adieu ! Yours ever, 

H. W. 


1219. To i^ANgois Aeouet de Voltaiee. 

Strawberry Hill, June 21, 1768. 

You read English with so much more facility than I can 
write French, that I hope you will excuse my making use 


^ A comedy by Eoote. actress, and mfe of Hon. Eobert 

® Mary, daughter of Artbur Wof- Cbolmondeley. 
fington, sister of Mrs. Woffington the ® He was Joint Postmaster-General. 
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of my own tongue to thank you for the honour of your 
letter. If I employed your language, my ignorance in it 
might betray me into expressions that would not do justice 
to the sentiments I feel at being so distinguished. 

It is true, Sir, I have ventured to contest the history of 
Eichard the Third, as it has been delivered down to us: 
and I shall obey your commands, and send it to you, though 
with fear and trembling; for though I have given it to the 
world, as it is called, yet, as you have justly observed, that 
world is comprised within a very small cii’cle of readers— 
and undoubtedly I could not expect that you would do me 
the honour of being one of the number. Nor do I fear you, 
Sir, only as the first genius in Europe, who has illustrated 
every science; I have a more intimate dependence on you 
than you suspect. Without knowing it, you have been my 
master, and perhaps the sole merit that may be found in 
my writings is owing to my having studied yours; so far, 
Sir, am I from living in that state of barbarism and igno¬ 
rance with which you tax me when you say gue vous m’etes 
peut-Btre inconnu. I was not a stranger to your reputation 
very many years ago, but remember to have then thought 
you honoured our house by dining with my mother—though 
I was at school, and had not the happiness of seeing you: 
and yet my father was in a situation that might have 
dazzled eyes older than mine. The plain name of that 
father, and the pride of having had so excellent a father, 
to whose virtues truth at last does justice, is all I have to 
boast. I am a very private man, distinguished by neither 
dignities nor titles, which I have never done anything to 
deserve—but as I am certain that titles alone would not 
have procured me the honour of your notice, I am content 
without them. 

But, Sir, if I can tell you nothing good of myself, I can 
at least tell you something bad; and, after the obligation 



201 


1768 ] To Francois Arouet de Voltaire 

you have conferred on me by your letter, I should blush 
if you heard it from anybody but myself. I had rather 
incur your indignation than deceive you. Some time ago 
I took the liberty to find fault in print with the criticisms 
you had made on our Shakspeare. This freedom, and no 
wonder, never came to your knowledge. It was in a 
preface to a trifling romance, much unworthy of your 
regard, but which I shall send you, because I cannot accept 
even the honour of your correspondence, without making 
you judge whether I deserve it. I might retract, I might 
beg your pardon; but having said nothing but what I 
thought, nothing illiberal or unbecoming a gentleman, it 
would be treating you with ingratitude and impertinence, 
to suppose that you would either be offended with my 
remarks, or pleased with my recantation. You are as much 
above wantiug flattery, as I am above offeriug it to you. 
You would despise me, and I should despise myself—a 
sacrifice I cannot make, Sir, even to you. 

Though it is impossible not to know you, Sir, I must 
confess my ignorance on the other part of your letter. 
I know nothing of the history of Monsieur de GenonviUe 
nor can tell whether it is true or false, as this is the first 
time I ever heard of it. But I will take care to inform 


Letter 1219,—Coulon de Jiamon- 
ville, a Prench. officer sent in May, 
1754 to convey to Wasliington a 
summons from the commandant 
of Port Dnquesne (afterwards Pitts¬ 
burg) requiring him to withdraw 
from territory claimed for Louis XV. 
‘ Before delivering the summons, 
Jumonville was ordered to send two 
couriers back with all speed to Fort 
Duquesne to inform the commandant 
that he had found the English, and 
to acquaint him when he intended 
to communicate with them,’ "While 
hiding in the forest with his men 
to await the commandant’s instruc¬ 
tions, Jumonville and his party were 


discovered by Washington himself 
at the head of forty followers. The 
French seized their guns; Washing¬ 
ton gave the word to fire; Jumon- 
ville and nine of his men were 
killed, and the rest, with one ex¬ 
ception, taken prisoners. It was 
not until the end of the fight that 
Washington learned that Jumon- 
ville had been the bearer of a 
summons. The affair attracted great 
attention in Prance. Voltaire as¬ 
serted that the Seven Years’ War 
sprang from this skirmish. (See 
Parkman, Montcalm and Wolfe^ ed. 
1899, vol. i. pp. 160-6.) 
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myself as well as I can, and, if you allow me to trouble 
you again, will send you the exact account as far as I can 
obtain it. I love my country, but I do not love any of 
my countrymen that have been capable, if they have been 
so, of a foul assassination. I should have made this inquiry 
directly, and informed you of the result of it in this letter, 
had I been in London; but the respect I owe you. Sir, 
and my impatience to thank you for so unexpected a mark 
of your favour, made me choose not to delay my gratitude 
for a single post. I have the honour to be, Sir, 

Your most obliged and most obedient humble Servant, 

Hok. Walpole. 


1220. To Sir Horace Mann. 

strawberry Hill, June 22, 17G8. 

I HAVE this moment received your letter of the 4th, and 
think one of mine must have miscarried, as I am almost 
positive that I did thank you for the print of Tristram 
Shandy. I have not a list of my dates here, but in the 
next I will send you an account of all the letters I have 
written to you since Christmas last. 

You will see in all the papers the sentence^ passed on 
Wilkes, which is severe enough, though not so strong as 
usual, it not having, I suppose, been thought prudent to 
add the pillory, though that disgrace would have ascertained 
the rejection of him from the House of Commons. He 
does intend to appeal to the House of Lords, but I doubt 
that is not just the court where he will find the easiest 

Lictte® 1220.— 1 ^On the ISth, twelve montliB, to be computed from 
sentence was pronounced on Wilkes, the expiration of the first ten. He 
Eor the North Briton, No. 45, he was to find security for Itia good 
was condemned to pay a fine of ^6600, behaviour for seven years, himself 
and to suffer imprisonment for ten being bound in £1,000, and two 
months. Eor the JEasay on Womcm, sureties in £600 each.’ (Memoira of 
£600 more, and imprisonment for George III, ed. 1894, vol. iii. p. 164.) 
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redress. In the meantime, his stock is nfuch Mien. His 
sentence being rather passive than active, and exhibiting 
no spectacle, does not strike the mob with much compas¬ 
sion : they love to be shocked in order to be melted. The 
novelty, too, is over: though great pains were taken, and 
a thousand handbills dispersed to summon his constituents, 
the crowd was very small at his receiving sentence, with 
which he was much struck. Contributions hang ojBf; in 
short, the holiday is over. 

But there was a collateral reason which helped to put 
out this flame. The coal-heavers, who, by the way, are 
all Irish Whiteboys, after their battles with the sailors, 
turned themselves to general war, robbed in companies, 
and murdered wherever they came. This struck such a 
panic, that in Wapping nobody dared to venture abroad, 
and the City began to find no joke in such liberty. They 
cried out for the Guards, were transported to see them, 
and encouraged them to seize or kill the coal-heavers,— 
for aldermen love the military when their neighbour Aider- 
man Ucalegon’s ^ house is set on fire. This dangerous riot 
is quelled, and I hear several of these banditti are to be 
tried and hanged immediately. You may be easy ; I think 
we shall have no more tumults. 

I am quite ignorant what is to be done about Corsica ®; 
it looks rather as if we should take no part: but I live 
here out of all politics, and am content if there is no war 
between my neighbours, the two Kings of Brentford ^ 
If the monarchs round about you expel the Pope, I hope 
they will not send him hither, as they have done the 
Jesuits; for, wise as Europe thinks us, there is no folly 

^ ‘ Jam proximus ardet Uoalegon.’ the IPrencli. The English Glovem- 
Walpole. ment then took the course of secretly 

3 The English Ambassador at Paris supplying the Corsicans with arms 
protested strongly but ineffectually and ammunition, 
against the purchase of Corsica by * The Bang and Wilkes. Walpole. 
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of which Europe purges itself, which we are not ready to 
receive. 

I have written to you so often lately, that you must 
excuse a short letter, which is but the epilogue to all I have 
been telling you before. As riots, events, revolutions, 
compose the gross of our correspondence, ’tis happy when 
we have little to say. The world would be more dull if 
it furnished no matter for history, but its felicity would 
be greater too. Adieu! 


1221. To THE Earl of Strapfoed. 

Strawberry Hill, Juno 25, 1768. 

You ordered me, my dear Lord, to write to you, and 
I am always ready to obey you, and to give you every 
proof of attachment in my power: but it is a very barren 
season for all but cabalists, who can compound, divide, 
multiply No. 46 forty-five thousand different ways. I saw 
in the papers to-day, that somehow or other this famous 
number and the number of the Beast in the Kevelations 
is the same—an observation from which different persons 
will draw various conclusions. For my part, who have 
no ill wishes to Wilkes, I wish he was in Patmos, or the 
New Jerusalem, for I am exceedingly tired of his name. 
The only good thing I have heard in all this controversy 
was of a man who began his letter thus: ‘I take the 
Wilkes-and-liberty to assure you,’ &c. 

I peeped at London last week, and found a tolerably 
full Opera. But now the Birthday is over, I suppose every¬ 
body will go to waters and races till his Majesty of Denmark^ 
arrives. He is extremely amorous; but stays so short 
a time, that the ladies who intend to be undone must not 
Lutter 1221.—^ Obristian VII, King of Denmark. 
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haggle. They must do their business in the twinkling of 
an allemande, or he will be iBlown. Don’t you think he 
will be a little surprised, when he inquires for the seraglio 
in Buckingham House, to find, in full of all accounts, two 
old Mecklenburglieresses ^ ? 

Is it true that Lady Eockingham is turned Methodist? 
It will be a great acquisition to the sect to ha-ve their 
hymns set by Giardini. Pope Joan Huntingdon will be 
deposed, if the husband becomes First Minister. I doubt, 
too, the saints will like to call at Canterbury and Win¬ 
chester in their way to heaven. My charity is so small, 
that I do not think their virtue a jot more obdurate than 
that of Patriots. 

We have had some severe rain; but the season is now 
beautiful, though scarce hot. The hay and corn promise 
that we shall have no riots on their account. Those black 
dogs the Whiteboys or coal-heavers are dispersed or taken; 
and I really see no reason to think we shall have another 
rebellion this fortnight. The most comfortable event to 
me is, that we shall have no civil war all the summer 
at Brentford. I dreaded two kings there; but the writ 
for Middlesex will not be issued till the Parliament meets; 
so there will be no pretender against King Glynn ^ As 
I love peace, and have done with politics, I quietly ac¬ 
knowledge the King de facto ] and hope to pass and 
repass unmolested through his Majesty’s long^ lousy 

capital \ 

My humble duty to my Lady Strafford and all her 
pheasants. I have just made two cascades; but my naiads 
are fools to Mrs. Chetwynd or my Lady Sondes, and don’t 
give me a gallon of water in a week.—^Well, this is 

2 The Queen’s Q-erman Keepers of ® Seijeant Q-lynn, Member of Par- 
the Bobes, Mesdames Hagedom and liament for Middlesex. Walpole, 
Schwelienberg, * Brentford. Walpole, 
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a very silly letter! But you must take the will for the 
deed. Adieu, my dear Lord I 

Your most faithful servant, 

Hor. Walpole. 

1222. To Franpois Arouet be Voltaire. 

strawberry Hill, July 27, 1708. 

Ore can never, Sir, be sorry to have been in the wrong, 
when one’s errors are pointed out to one in so obliging 
and masterly a manner. Whatever opinion I may have 
of Shakspeare, I should think him to blame, if he could 
have seen the letter you have done me the honour to write 
to me, and yet not conform to the rules you have there 
laid down. When he lived, there had not been a Voltaire 
both to give laws to the stage, and to show on what good 
sense those laws were founded. Your art. Sir, goes still 
farther: for you have supported your arguments, without 
having recourse to the best authority, your own works. It 
was my interest perhaps to defend barbarism and irre¬ 
gularity. A great genius is in the right, on the contrary, 
to show that when correctness, nay, when perfection is 
demanded, he can still shine, and be himself, whatever 
fetters are imposed on him. But I will say no more on 
this head; for I am neither so unpolished as to tell you 
to your face how much I admire you, nor, though I have 
taken the liberty to vindicate Shakspeare against your 
criticisms, am I vain enough to think myself an adversary 
worthy of you. I am much more proud of receiving laws 
from you, than of contesting them. It was bold in me 
to dispute with you even before I had the honour of your 
acquaintance; it would be ungrateful now when you have 
not only taken notice of me, but forgiven me. The ad¬ 
mirable letter you have been so good as to send me is 
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a proof that you are one of those truly great and rare men 
who know at once how to conquer and to pardon. 

I have made all the inquiry I could into the story of 
M. de Jumonville^; and though your and our accounts 
disagree, I own I do not think, Sir, that the strongest 
evidence is in our favour. I am told we allow he was 
killed by a party of our men, going to the Ohio. Your 
countrymen say he was going with a flag of truce. The 
commanding officer of our party said M. de Jumonville 
was going with hostile intentions; and that very hostile 
orders were found after his death in his pocket. Unless 
that officer had proved that he had previous intelligence 
of those orders, I doubt he will not be justified by finding 
them afterwards; for I am not at all disposed to believe 
that he had the foreknowledge of your hermit who pitched 
the old woman’s nephew into the river, because ' ce jeune 
homme auroit assassin^ sa tante dans un an.’ 

I am grieved that such disputes should ever subsist 
between two nations who have everything in themselves 
to create happiness, and who may find enough in each 
other to love and admire. It is your benevolence, Sir, 
and your zeal for softening the manners of mankind; it 
is the doctrine of peace and amity which you preach, that 
have raised my esteem for you even more than the bright¬ 
ness of your genius. France may claim you in the latter 
light, but all nations have a right to call you their 
countryman du cote du comr. It is on the strength of 
that connection that I beg you, Sir, to accept the homage 
of. Sir, 

Your most obedient humble servant, 

Hoe. Waleole. 

Letter 1222. — ^ See note on letter ^ An allusion to a fable in Voltaire^s 

to Voltaire of June 21, 1768. Zadig, 
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1223. To Sm Hobace Mann. 

Arlington Street^ Aug. 4, 1768. 

Since our riots and tumults, I conclude you are glad 
when you do not hear from me ; it is a symptom that we 
are tolerably quiet; for you can have no fear for me, who 
live out of the storm. It is true, our mobs are subsided ;— 
several of the formidable coal-heavers are hanged. I in¬ 
tended to tell you the wonderful story of Green who 
defended himself against them all for thirteen hours 
together, and killed eighteen or twenty; but you will see 
the trial at large in the papers. You will be charmed with 
his heroism, and with the courage and indifference of the 
sailor^ who shut himself up with him and assisted him, 
and stayed behind in the house coolly when Green was 
gone off. It is pretty astonishing, too, that a house should 
be besieged for thirteen hours together in the capital, and 
no notice taken of it, though a justice of peace passed by 
at the time I Well I but we have a worse riot, though 
a little faither off. Boston—not in Lincolnshire, though 
we have had a riot even there, but in New England, is 
almost in rebellion®, and two regiments are ordered thither. 
Letters are come in, that say the other provinces disapprove; 
and even the soberer persons there. In truth, it is believed 


liacTTKR 1223.—John Green, an 
alehouse keeper in ShadweU. 

2 Hie name was Gilberthorp. (See 
Ann. Reg. 1768, pp. 224-7.) 

3 On Jnne 10, 1768, *a great tu- 
mtilt happened at Boston, in coh- 
seqnenoe of a seizure made by the 
Board of Customs, of a sloop belonging 
to one of the principal merchants of 
that town. ., . Upon the seizure, the 
ofBlcers made a signal to the Romney 
man-of-war; and her boats were 
sent manned and armed, who cut 


away the sloop’s fasts, and convoyed 
her under the protection of that 
ship. The populace having assem¬ 
bled in great crowds upon this occa¬ 
sion, they pelted the Commissioners 
of the Customs with stones, broke 
one of their swords, and treated them 
in every respect with the greatest 
outrage ; after which, they attacked 
their houses, broke their windows, 
and hauled the Collectors’ boat to 
the common, where they burnt it 
to ashes.’ {Ann. Reg. 1768, p. 71.) 
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in the City that this tumult will be easily got the better of. 
Our navy, too, is in so very formidable plight, that our 
neighbours will not much care to interfere. It is tre¬ 
mendous the force we have in the river, at Plymouth and 
Portsmouth. 

We expect our cousin and brother of Denmark next 
week;—since he will travel, I hope he will improve: 
I doubt there is room for it. He is much, I believe, of 
the stamp of many youths we have sent you; but with 
so much a better chance, that he has not a travelling tutor 
to make him more absurd than he would be of himself. 
Poor Denmark, if Oxford or Cambridge had furnished him 
with a governor! 

We have lost our Pope. Canterbury^ died yesterday. 
He had never been a Papist, but almost everything else. 
Our Churchmen will not be Catholics; that stock seems 
quite fallen. 

At last I have got two black puppies for your Great 
Duchess. They are as small as if I had bought them out 
of the fairy-tales; and though I have had them a fortnight, 
I think they are rather grown smaller than increased. 
I have laid out by different channels for the first ship 
that goes to Leghorn, but as yet have not heard of one. 
Don’t, therefore, drop a hint about them, lest they should 
arrive as slowly as your riband. They may die by the 
way, they may grow large or ugly, they may get the mange 
with salt provisions, &e. I will tell the captain that you 
will give him two guineas if they arrive safely, and if they 
do, and are beautiful, that the Great Duchess will give him 
her hand to kiss. In short, I will do my utmost that you 
may be content. I had not, you see, forgotten, but literally, 
these were the first I could procure. They are excessively 
scarce, especially when very small, as these promise to 

^ Dr. Seeker. Walpole, 

P 


WALPOLE. VII 
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be; they are the merriest little mice imaginable; the bitch, 
the smaller of the two. Adieu! this commission was 
the chief purpose of my letter. Possibly you may hear 
again soon, if our royal visitor produces anything worth 
repeating. 


1224 To THE Hon. Henby Seymoub Conway. 

strawberry Hill, Aug- 9, 1768. 

You are very kind, or else you saw into my mind, and 
knew that I have been thinking of writing to you, but 
had not a pen full of matter. True, I have been in town, 
but I am more likely to learn news here; where at least 
we have it like fish, that could not find vent in London. 
I saw nothing there but the ruins of loo. Lady Hertford’s 
cribbage, and Lord Bottetourt, like Patience on a monu¬ 
ment, smiling in grief. He is totally ruined, and quite 
charmed. Yet I heartily pity him. To Virginia ^ he cannot 
be indifferent: he must turn their heads somehow or 
other. If his graces do not captivate them, he will enrage 
them to fury; for I take all his douceur to be enamelled 
on iron. 

My life is most uniform and void of events, and has 
nothing worth repeating. I have not had a soul with me, 
but accidental company now and then at dinner. Lady 
Holdernesse, Lady Ancram, Lady Mary Coke, Mrs. Ann 
Pitt, and Mr. Hume, dined here the day before yesterday. 
They were but just gone, when George Selwyn, Lord 
Bolingbroke, and Sir William Musgrave, who had been at 
Hampton Court, came in, at nine at night, to drink tea. 
They told me, what I was very glad to hear, and what 
I could not doubt, as they had it from the Duke of Grafton 

Liettee 1224.—^ He bad recently been appointed Q-ovemor of Virginia. 
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himself, that Bishop Cornwallis^ goes to Canterbury. I 

feared it would be-^; but it seems he had secured all 

the backstairs, and not the great stairs. As the last head 
of the Church* had been in the midwife line, I suppose 
Goody Lyttelton had hopes; and as he had been president 
of an atheistical club, to be sure Warburton did not despair. 
I was thinking it would make a good article in the papers, 
that three bishops had supped with Nancy Parsons at 

Vauxhall, in their way to Lambeth, I am sure -® 

would have been of the number; and-who told the 

Duke of Newcastle, that if his Grace had commanded the 
Blues at Minden, they would have behaved better, would 
make no scruple to cry up her chastity. 

The King of Denmark comes on Thursday; and I go 
to-morrow to see him. It has cost three thousand pounds 
to new furnish an apartment for him at St. James’s; and 
now he will not go thither, supposing it would be a con¬ 
finement. He is to lodge at his own minister Dieden’s. 

Augustus Hervey, thinking it the bel air, is going to sue 
for a divorce from the Chudleigh. He asked Lord Boling- 
broke t’other day, who was his proctor ? as he would have 
asked for his tailor. The nymph has sent him word, that 
if he proves her his wife he must pay her debts; and she 
owes sixteen thousand pounds. This obstacle thrown in 
the way looks as if she was not sure of being Duchess of 
Kingston. The lawyers say it will be no valid plea ; it not 
appearing that she was Hervey’s wife, and therefore the 
tradesmen could not reckon on his paying them. 

Yes, it is my Gray, Gray the poet, who is made Pro¬ 
fessor of Modern History; and I believe it is worth five 
hundred a year. I knew nothing of it till I saw it in 

2 Hon.Frederick Cornwallis,Bishop editions, 
of Lichfield and Coventry. ^ Thomas Seeker, Archbishop of 

^ Names left blank in all the Canterbury. WaZpoU, 
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the papers; but believe it was Stonbewer' that obtained 
it for him. 

Yes, again ; I use a bit of alum half as big as my nail, 
once or twice a week, and let it dissolve in my mouth. 
I should not think that using it oftener could be prejudicial. 
You should inquire; but as you are in more hurry than 
I am, you should certainly use it oftener than I do. I wish 
I could cure my Lady Ailesbury, too. Ice-water has as¬ 
tonishing effect on my stomach, and removes all pain like 
a charm. Pray, though the one’s teeth may not be so white 
as formerly, nor t’other look in perfect health, let the Danish 
King see such good specimens of the last age—though, by 
what I hear, he likes nothing but the very present age. 
However, sure you will both come and look at him: not 
that I believe he is a jot better than the apprentices that flirt 
to Epsom in a tim-whisky; but I want to meet you in town. 

I don’t very well know what I write, for I hear a caravan 
on my stairs, that are come to see the house; Margaret 
is chattering, and the dogs barking; and this I call retire¬ 
ment ! and yet I think it preferable to your visit at Becket ®. 
Adieu I Let me know something more of your motions 
before you go to Ireland, which I think a strange journey, 
and better compounded for: and when I see you in town 
I will settle with you another visit to Park Place. 

Yours ever, 

Hoe. Walpole. 


** Eieliard StoneLower or Ston- 
liewer (d. 1809); Under Secretary of 
State for the Northern Province, 
1765; for the Southern Province, 
1766; Auditor of Excise, 1767-72. 
Stonhewer was the Duke of Q-rafton’s 
tutor at Cambridge, and was after¬ 
wards his private secretary and 
intimate friend. He was also a close 
friend and correspondent of Q-ray, 
whose acquaintance he made at 
Cambridge. It was through Ston- 


hewer’s influence with the Duke of 
Grafton that the Professorship of 
Modem History at Cambridge was 
conferred on Gray. Stonhewer be¬ 
queathed to Pembroke College, Cam¬ 
bridge, Gray’s commonplace books 
and holograph copies of most of his 
poems, which had been loft to him 
by William Mason. 

® Lord Barrington’s seat, near 
Earingdon, in Berkshire. 
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To George Montagu 
1225. To Geoege Montagu. 

Arlington Street, Aug.* 13, 1768. 

I woNDEKED, indeed, what was become of you, as I had 
offered myself to you so long ago, and you did not accept 
my bill; and now it is payable at such short notice, that 
as I cannot find Mr. Chute, nor know where he is, whether 
at your brother’s or the Vine, I think I had better defer my 
visit till the autumn, when you say you will be less hurried, 
and more at leisure. I believe I shall go to Eagley the 
beginning of September, and possibly on to Lord Strafford’s, 
and therefore I may call on you, if it will not be incon¬ 
venient to you, on my return. 

I came to town to see the Danish King, He is as 
diminutive as if he came out of a kernel in the fairy-tales. 
He is not ill made, nor weakly made, though so small; 
and though his face is pale and delicate, it is not at all ugly, 
yet has a strong cast of the late King, and enough of the 
late Prince of Wales to put one upon one’s guard not to be 
prejudiced in his favour. Still he has more royalty than 
folly in his air ; and, considering he is not twenty, is as 
well as one expects any king in a puppet-show to be. He 
arrived on Thursday, supped and lay at St. James’s. Yester¬ 
day evening he was at the Queen’s and Carleton House, and 
at night at Lady Hertford’s assembly. He only takes the 
title of altesse, an absurd mezzotermine, but acts King 
exceedingly; struts in the circle like a cock-sparrow, or 
like the late King, and does the honours of himself very 
civilly. There is a favourite too, who seems a complete 
jackanapes; a young fellow called Holke, well enough in 
his figure, and about three-and-twenty, but who will be 
tumbled down long before he is prepared for it. Berns- 
dorff ^ a Hanoverian, his First Minister, is a decent sensible 
Lkttee 1226.—^ Johann Hartwig Ernst (1712-1772), Count von Bemstorf. 
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man—I pity him, though I suppose he is envied. From 
Lady Hertford’s they went to Kanelagh, and to-night go to 
the Opera. There had like to have been an untoward cir¬ 
cumstance: the last new opera in the spring, which was 
exceedingly pretty, was called I Viaggiaton BidicoU, and 
they were on the point of acting it for this royal traveller. 

I am sure you are not sorry that Cornwallis is Arch¬ 
bishop. He is no hypocrite, time-server, nor high-priest. 
I little expected so good a choice. Adieu! 

Yours ever, 

H. W. 


1226 . To Sir Horace Mann. 

Arlington Street, Saturday, Aug. 18, 1768. 

My impatience insists on writing to you to-night, though 
my letter cannot go till Tuesday. Mr. Mackenzie surprised 
and rejoiced me yesterday in the evening, by telling me that 
Sir John Dick^ is to carry you the riband of the Bath, 
and is to carry it immediately. With my caution and 
prudence I do not know whether I should not have waited 
to let the badge be actually in Sir John’s hands and to be 
sure that he himself was set out, for fear of the distance 
between intercdlicem'^ and an installation—but since Mr. 
Mackenzie has actually notified it to you, I cannot hold my 
peace ; I must wish you joy ,* I must exult, and I must do 
justice to your friend. This finishing stroke was given by 
Mr. Mackenzie, nor can I claim any merit since Mr. Conway 
on his going out, did, at my entreaty, obtain the King’s 
promise that you should be the next. Mr. Mackenzie settled 
it with the Duke of Grafton, and said to me last night, ^ I 
would carry the riband myself rather than he should not 
have it.’ In truth, I never saw more earnest friendship; 

liKTTKR 1226.—^ Consul at Q-enoa, -—an aUnsion to tli© uncertainties 
and then at Leghorn. Walpole. which had attended Mann’s receiv- 

2 ‘ Between the cnp ’ (and the lip) ing the Order of the Bath. 
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and I congratulate you that you had so powerful an inter¬ 
cessor. 1, you see, could get nothing but promises!— 
but since you are content, I shall be so, for seldom does 
my satisfaction depend on favour and interest. What little 
I had I shun and relinquish eveiy day, and get more and 
more out of the world as fast as I can. Death shall never 
find me at a levee. Nor will he, I think, see me very 
unwilling to go with him, though I have no disappoint¬ 
ments ; but I came into the world so early, and have seen 
so much, that I am satisfied. While the comedy lasts, 
I sometimes go to it, but indifferent whether Lord Chatham 
or Garrick is on the stage, and determined to meddle with 
the scuffles of no green-room. 

The puppet of the day is the King of Denmark; in. truth, 
puppet enough; a very miniature of our late King, his 
grandfather. White, strutting, dignified, prominent eyes, 
galantj and condescending enough to mark that it is con¬ 
descension. He arrived the night before last, is lodged 
at St. James’s, where he has levees, but goes and is to go 
everywhere, to Kanelagh, Yauxhall, Bath, the Lord knows 
whither, to France, to Italy; in short, is to live in a crowd 
for these two or three years, that he may learn mankind, 
by giving all mankind an opportunity of staring at him. 
Well! but lie is not twenty, and is an absolute Prince: sure 
subjects are happy when absolute twenty only runs away 
from them! He was last night at my Lady Hertford’s, 
having told my Lord, who by his office® received him 
at St. James’s, that having made his first acquaintance 
among the men with him, he would be acquainted among 
the ladies first with his wife. All the people of fashion 
that could be got together at this time of year were there. 
He stayed near an hour, behaved very properly, and talked 
to the ministers and some of the ladies. His own Prime 

3 Of Lord Chaiiiberlain. WaZj^le. 
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Minister, Bernsdorffe, is with him, a decent, sensible man ; 
but there is a young favourite too, called Comte de Holke, 
who, poor lad 1 is quite intoxicated with his favour. 

Apropos, did I tell you that Lord Bute is gone abroad, 
and, as his friends and the physicians say, never likely 
to return?—but he must die, before the generality will 
believe he is even ill. You should say something civil 
to Mr. Mackenzie on this chapter, and that you hope his 
brother is not so ill as report makes him; and that if 
he should think of Italy, you hope he will command your 
house. 

Sunday. 

The little King was last night at the Opera, and seemed 
extremely tired of it, though it was the Buona FiglimJ^a, 
played by Lovatini and the Guadagni. He not only seems 
to have no ear, but not the least curiosity ^; he took no 
notice of anything, and was only occupied with acting 
royalty, for his assumed principality of Travendahl® is 
scarce at all in question. His court behaves to him with 
Eastern submission. What would I have taken to be 
Bernsdorffe, bowing and cringing to him at every word 
in the face of a new and free nation I A grave old man, 
running round Europe after a chit, for the sake of domineer¬ 
ing over a parcel of beggar Danes, when he himself is 
a Hanoverian, and might live at ease on an estate he has 
at MecMenburgh! 

Bishop Cornwallis ® is our new Archbishop ; a quiet, 
amiable, good sort of man | without the hypocrisy of his 
predecessor, or the abject soul of most of his brethren. He 
had a stroke of a palsy as long ago as when I was at 

* He was exfapemely siort-siglited. daM. Walpole. 

Bernsdorffe owned to somebody« Frederic, Bishop of Litchfield 
o’6^it le secret d’4tat.’ Walpole. and brother of the first Earl Corn- 

® As he travelled incognito, he wallis. Walpole, 
took the title of Comte de Traven- 
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Cambridge with him, the remaining appearances of which 
will keep up the hopes of our other cardinals. 

There is a disagreeable affair at home, resulting from the 
disquiets in America. Virginia, though not the most mu¬ 
tinous, contains the best heads and the principal houte-feux. 
It was thought necessary that the governor should reside 
there. It was known that Sir Jeffery Amherst would not 
like that; he must, besides, have superseded Gage'^. At 
the same time, Lord Bottetourt®, a court favourite, yet 
ruined in fortune, was thought of by his friend Lord 
Hilsborough. This was mentioned to Sir Jeffery; with 
the offer of a pension. He boggled at the word pension ; 
but neither cared to go to his government, nor seemed to 
dislike giving it up. On this, the new arrangement was too 
hastily made: Amherst refused the pension, and yesterday 
threw up his regiment too. His great merit and public 
services cast an ugly dye on this affair, though a necessary 
one. Both sides seem to have acted too hastily. 

The black dogs are not yet set out; I cannot hear of 
a vessel going directly to Leghorn. I have written to your 
brother (with the news of the riband) to desire he will 
employ some of our people at the Custom House to lay out 
for the first ship. The dog grows a little; but sa future 
will lie in the palm of your hand. However, do not an¬ 
nounce these black princes till you can introduce them at 
court. Adieu! 

1227, To THE Eael of Stsaffoub. 

strawberry Hill, Aug, 16, 1768. 

As you have been so good, my dear Lord, as twice to take 
notice of my letter, I am bound in conscience and gratitude 

7 Brotber of Lord Gage, and after- mander-in-Cliief in ITortli America, 
wards general at Boston in the ® Horbonne Berkeley, Lord Botte- 
beginning of the American war. tonrt, Groom of the Bedchamber to 
Walpole ,—He was at this time Com- George the Third. WaUpoU* 
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to try to amuse you with anything new. A royal visitor, 
quite fresh, is a real curiosity—by the reception of him, 
I do not think many more of the breed will come hither. 
He came from Dover in hackney-chaises; for somehow 
or other the Master of the Horse ^ happened to be in 
Lincolnshire; and the King’s coaches having received no 
orders, were too good subjects to go and fetch a stranger 
King of their own heads. However, as his Danish Majesty 
travels to improve himself for the good of his people, he 
will go back extremely enlightened in the arts of govern¬ 
ment and morality, by having learned that crowned heads 
may be reduced to ride in a hired chaise. 

By another mistake. King George happened to go to 
Kichmond about an hour before King Christiern arrived in 
London. An hour is exceedingly long; and the distance 
to Eichmond still longer: so with all the dispatch that 
could possibly be made. King George could not get back to 
his capital till next day at noon. Then, as the road from 
his closet at St. James’s to the King of Denmark’s apartment 
on t’other side of the palace is about thirty miles, which 
posterity, having no conception of the prodigious extent and 
magnificence of St. James’s, will never believe, it was half 
an hour after three before his Danish Majesty’s courier 
could go, and return to let him know that his good brother 
and ally was leaving the palace in which they both were, 
in order to receive him at the Queen’s palace, which you 
know is about a million of snail’s paces from St, James’s. 
Notwithstanding these difficulties and unavoidable delays, 
Woden, Thor, Friga, and all the gods that watch over the 
Kings of the North, did bring these two invincible monarchs 
to each other’s embraces about half an hour after five that 
same evening. They passed an hour in projecting a family 
compact that will regulate the destiny of Europe to latest 

Letter 1227.«—^ The Duke of Anoaster. 
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posterity: and then, the Fates so willing it, the British 
Prince departed for Richmond, and the Danish potentate 
repaired to the widowed mansion of his royal mother-in- 
law where he poured forth the fullness of his heart in 
praises on the lovely bride she had bestowed on him, from 
whom nothing but the benefit of his subjects could ever 
have torn him,—And here let Calumny blush, who has 
aspersed so chaste and faithful a monarch with low amours ; 
pretending that he has raised to the honour of a seat in his 
sublime council, an artisan of Hamburgh, known only by 
repairing the soles of buskins, because that mechanic would, 
on no other terms, consent to his fair daughter’s being 
honoured with majestic embraces. So victorious over his 
passions is this young Scipio from the Pole, that though on 
Shooter’s Hill he fell into an ambush laid for him by an 
illustrious Countess, of blood royal herself ^ his Majesty, 
after descending from his car, and courteously greeting 
her, again mounted his vehicle, without being one moment 
eclipsed from the eyes of the surrounding multitude.—Oh ! 
mercy on me! I am out of breath—^pray let me descend 
from my stilts, or I shall send you as fustian and tedious 
a History as that of Henry II ^ Well then, this great 
King is a very little one ; not ugly, nor ill-made. He has 
the sublime strut of his grandfather, or of a cock-sparrow ; 
and the divine white eyes of all his family by the mother’s 


2 The Princess Dowager of Wales. 

2 The Countess of Harrington, n6e 
Lady Caroline Pitzroy. Lady Ma^ 
Coke, describing the King’s visit in 
her Journal (voL ii. p. 336), writes 
under date of Sat., Ang. 13, 1768 :— 
‘Lady Harrington, it is remarked, 
pays hiTn partionlar attentions. She 
met him upon the road, and follow’d 
him from Hanelagh to Lady Hert¬ 
ford’s, where I was told he danced 
with Lady Bell’ (Lady Isabella Stan¬ 
hope, daughter of Lady Harrington, 


afterwards Countess of Sefton). 
Again Lady Mary writes under date 
of Aug. 14, 1768 (vol. ii. p. 337) 

‘ I called on Lady Betty.... She 
wants to find out what can be Lady 
Harrington’s view in taking such 
pains to make up to the King of 
Denmark. I think I have guessed 
it; he is said to be very generous 
and to like making presents, and 
you well know she has been suspected 
of inclining to receive them.’ 

4 By Lord Lyttelton. 
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side His curiosity seems to have consisted in the original 
plan of travelling, for I cannot say he takes notice of any¬ 
thing in particular. His manner is cold and dignified, but 
very civil and gracious and proper. The mob adore him 
and huzza him; and so they did the first instant. At 
present they begin to know why—for he flings money to 
them out of his windows; and by the end of the week I do 
not doubt but they will want to choose him for Middlesex. 
His court is extremely well ordered ; for they bow as low 
to him at every word as if his name was Sultan Amurat. 
You would take his First Minister for only the first of his 
slaves.—I hope this example, which they have been so good 
as to exhibit at the Opera, will contribute to civilize us. 
There is indeed a pert young gentleman, who a little dis¬ 
composes this august ceremonial. His name is Count 
Holke, his age three-and-twenty; and his post answers to 
one that we had formerly in England, many ages ago, and 
which in our tongue was called the lord high favourite. 
Before the Danish monarchs became absolute, the most 
refractory of that country used to write libels, called North 
DaneSy against this great officer ; but that practice has long 
since ceased. Count Holke seems rather proud of his favour, 
than shy of displaying it. 

I hope, my dear Lord, you will be content with my 
Danish politics, for I trouble myself with no other. There 
is a long history about the Baron de Bottetourt and 
Sir Jeffery Amherst, who has resigned his regiment; but 
it is nothing to me, nor do I care a straw about it. I am 
deep in the anecdotes of the new court; and if you want 
to know more of Count Holke or Count Molke, or the grand 
vizier Bernsdorff, or Mynheer Schimmelman, apply to me, 
and you shaU be satisfied. But what do I talk of? You 
will see them yourself. Minerva in the shape of Count 
® His mother was liouisa, daughter of George II. 
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Bernsdorff, or out of all shape in the person of the Duchess 
of Northumberland, is to conduct Telemachus to York races; 
for can a monarch be perfectly accomplished in the mysteries 
of kingcraft, as our Solomon James I called it, unless he is 
initiated in the arts of jockeyship? When this northern 
star travels towards its own sphere, Lord Hertford will go 
to Eagley. I shall go with him; and, if I can avoid running 
foul of the magi that will he thronging from all parts to 
worship that star, I will endeavour to call at Wentworth 
Castle for a day or two, if it will not be inconvenient; 
I should think it would be about the second week in 
September, but your Lordship shall hear again, unless you 
should forbid me, who am ever Lady Strafford’s and your 
Lordship’s most faithful humble servant, 

Hob. Walpole. 

1228, To THE Eev. William Cole. 

strawberry Hill, Aug. 20, 1768. 

Yoir are always heaping so many kindnesses on me, dear 
Sir, that I think I must break off all acquaintance with you, 
unless I can find some way of returning them. The print 
of the Countess of Exeter ^ is the greatest present to me in 
the world: I have been trying for years to no purpose to get 
one. Eeynolds the painter promised to beg one for me of 
a person he knows, but I have never had it. I wanted it 
for four different purposes; as a grandmother (in law, by 
the Cranes and AUingtons); for my collection of heads; 
for the volumes of prints after pieces in my own collection: 
and, above all, for my collection of Faithornes, which, though 
so fine, wanted such a capital print—and to this last I have 

Letter 1228.—^Wrongly dated by daughter ofthird Baron Latimer, and 
C, Aug 30. first wife of Thomas Cecil, first Earl 

1 Dorothy NeTiH (d, 1608), second of Exeter. 
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preferred it. I give you unbounded thanks for it; and yet 
I feel exceedingly ashamed to rob you. The print of Jane 
Shore I had: but as I have such various uses for prints, 
I easily bestowed it. It is inserted in my Anecdotes where 
her picture is mentioned. 

Thank you, too, for all your notices. I intend next 
summer to set about the last volume of my Anecdotes^ and 
to make still further additions to my former volumes, in 
which these notes will find their place. I am going to 
reprint all my pieces together, and, to my shame be it 
spoken, find they will at least make two large quartos. 
You, I know, will be partial enough to give thorn a place 
on a shelf; but as I doubt many persons will not be so 
favourable, I only think of leaving the edition behind me. 

Methinks I should like for your amusement and my own, 
that you settled at Ely; yet I value your health so much 
beyond either, that I must advise Milton^; Ely being, 
I believe, a very damp, and consequently a very unwhole¬ 
some situation. Pray let me know on which you fix: and 
if you do fix this summer, remember the hopes you have 
given me of a visit. My summer, that is, my fixed residence 
here, lasts till ITovember. My gallery is not only finished, 
but I am going on with the round chamber at the end of it ; 
and am besides playing with the little garden on the other 
side of the road, which was old Franklin’s, and by his 
death come into my hands. When the round tower is 
finished, I propose to draw up a description and catalogue 
of the whole house and collection, and I think you will not 
dislike lending me your assistance. 

Mr. Granger^ of Shiplake is printing his laborious and 
curious catalogue of English heads, with an accurate though 

2 Cole removed about 1770 to Ristory of England (tbe work men- 

Milton, near Cambridge. tioned above) was published in 1769, 

3 Eev. James Gj-ranger (1723-1776), and was dedicated to Horace Wal- 
Vicar of Shiplake. His Biographical pole. 
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succinct account of almost all the persons. It will be a very 
valuable and useful work, and I heartily wish may succeed, 
though I have some fears. There are of late a small number 
of persons who collect English heads, but not enough to 
encourage such a work; I hope the anecdotic part will make 
it more known and tasted. It is essential to us, who shall 
love the performance, that it should sell; for he prints no 
farther at first than to the end of Charles the First: and, if 
this part does not sell well, the bookseller will not purchase 
the remainder of the copy, though he gives but an hundred 
pounds for this half, and good Mr. Grranger is not in circum¬ 
stances to afford printing it himself. I do not compare it 
with Dr. Eobertson’s writings, who has an excellent genius, 
with admirable style and manner; and yet I cannot help 
thinking that there is a good deal of Scotch puffing and 
partiality, when the booksellers have given the Doctor three 
thousand pounds for his Life of Charles Y, for composing 
which he does not pretend to have obtained any new 
materials. 

I am going into Warwickshire, and I think shall go on to 
Lord Strafford’s; but propose returning before the end of 
September. Yours ever, 

H. W. 

1229. To Sib Hobace Mann. 

Arlington Street, Aug. 24, 1768. 

Well, at last, my dear Sir, I hope and believe all your 
desires will be accomplished. I came to town again to-day 
to meet your brother on the subject of your riband, and 
ought to tell you how zealously he has laboured in the 
pursuit of it. But it is to Sir John Dick that you are most 
obliged: and lucky it has been that he was here. He has 
thridded all the mazes of office and encountered all its 
dragons. He knows what their kisses mean when they 
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want sops; and will not be rebuffed, as your brother or 
I should have been, when they breathe brimstone and 
contradiction. It has been lucky, too, that the difficulty 
has lately been surmounted of the King refusing to call the 
Great Duke 'brother. Mercy on us, if they had only been 
cousins, you could not have been invested—but my good 
brother will be happy to do such a job. Give me a full 
account of the ceremony, and in what chamber you are 
installed—methinks I wish it was by a Medici—I am not 
acquainted with these Austrian lads. Do you look well in 
your riband ? Pink is rather a juvenile colour at your age— 
I could wish it were blue ! 

Come, come, but I forget: your brother says every 
necessary thing will be ready before the middle of next 
week—and as it cannot rain but it pours, Sir John Dick 
has found a ship to convey the two black dogs, and I hope 
they will arrive in time to be your esquires. 

Well, now I will tell you what you must do. You must 
sit for your picture in the robes or with some of the ensigns 
of the Bath, and send it to Linton. This will please your 
brother, and be a proper memorial. If you could make it 
a little historic it would be still better. Could not you beg 
the Great Duke to add to the honour, and give you his 
portrait in the act of investing you with the order? I should 
like this hugeously. It would be such an answer to all 
impertinence. 

The idle talk of nothing but the King of Denmark ; and 
the wise, of Sir Jeffery Amherst. The Princess Amelie 
made a superb ball, firework, and supper, for the former 
last Friday, at her villa Gunnersbury, at which I was. I 
do not tell you the particulars, because I think all those 
things are very much alike, and differ but in a few dishes 
or a few crackers, more or less. The poor little King is 
fatigued to death, and has got the belly-ache. He was to 
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have set out on Monday to hear bad Latin verses at Cam¬ 
bridge, and to see the races at York, but is confined at 
St. James’s. 

Sir Jeffery, the newest saint in the Martyrology, has acted 
a little too like a saint. When he found his resignation 
gave great uneasiness to the court, and that they were 
desirous of pacifying him, he made his bill and asked for 
an English peerage, an American one, if any should be 
made, and a grant of the coal-mines at Quebec, which 
may produce nobody knows what, twenty, thii-ty thousand 
pounds a year. The Duke of Grafton told him the King 
had been so teased for peerages, that his Majesty had 
forbidden him to mention any more requests of that sort; 
and, for the coal-mines, I do not believe that they are 
frightened enough to make him a present of such a royalty 
—so at present he remains without his regiment or his 
disinterestedness. I am sorry your brother-knight demanded 
all these tria juncta in wno Adieu! Write to your brother 
and to Mr. Conway to thank them; I conclude you have 
written to Mr. Mackenzie. 

1230. To THE Hon. Hehby Seymour Conway. 

Arlington Street, Aug. 25, 1768. 

I AM heartily glad you do not go to Ireland; it is very 
well for the Duke of Bedford, who, as George Selwyn says, 
is going to be made a mamamoucM'^, Your brother sets 
out for Eagley on Wednesday next, and that day I intend 
to be at Park Place, and from thence shall go to Eagley on 
Friday. I shall stay there three or four days, and then go 


Letter 1229.—^ An allnsion to the Molifere’s Bourgeois Gentilhomme (Act 
motto of tlie Order of tLe Bath. iv. Sc. 3). The Duke of Bedford was 

Letter 1230.—^ Mamamouchi was installed as Chancellor of Dublin 
the mock Turkish title proposed to University on Sept. 9, 1768. 
he conferred upon M. Jourdain in 

WALPOLE. VII Q 
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to Lord Strafford's for about as many; and shall call on 
George Montagu on my return, so as to be at home in 
a fortnight, an infinite absence in my account. I wish you 
could join in with any part of this progress, before you go 
to worship the treasures that are pouring in upon your 
daughter^ by the old Darner’s death. 

You ask me about the harvest—you might as well ask 
me about the funds. I thought the land flowed with milk 
and honey. We have had forty showers, but they have not 
lasted a minute each; and as the weather continues warm 
and my lawn green, 

I bless my stars, and call it luxury®. 

They tell me there are very bad accounts from several 
colonies, and the papers are full of their remonstances; but 
I never read such things. I am happy to have nothing to 
do with them, and glad you have not much more. When 
one can do no good, I have no notion of sorrowing oneself 
for every calamity that happens in general. One should 
lead the life of a coffee-house politician, the most real 
patriots that I know, who amble out every morning to 
gather matter for lamenting over their country. I leave 
mine, like the King of Denmark, to ministers and Provi¬ 
dence ; the latter of which, like an able Chancellor of the 
Exchequer to an ignorant or idle Pirst Lord, luckily does the 
business. That little King has had the gripes, which have 
addled his journey to Yotk. I know nothing more of his 
motions. His favourite^ is fallen in love with Lady Bel 
Stanhope®, and the monarch himself demanded her for him. 
The mother was not averse, but Lady Bel very sensibly 

2 Hon. Mrs. Darner; the ‘old «LadyIsabeUaStanhope(d. 1819), 
Darner’ was John Darner, her hns- second daughter of second Earl of 
band^ great-nncle. Harrington; m. (Dec. 1768) Charles 

Blesses his stars, and thinks it William Molynenx, eighth Viscount 
ltm^.’~-Addison, Cato, i. 4, Molynenx (created Earl of Sefton in 

* Count von Holcke. 1769). 
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refused—so unfortunate are favourites the instant they set 
their foot in England! He is jealous of Sackville®, and 
says, ^ Ce gros noir n’est pas beau ^’ which implies that he 
thinks his own whiteness and pertness charming. Adieu I 
I shall see you on Wednesday. 


1231. To Thomas Warton. 

Strawberry Hill, Sept. 20, 1768. 

I returned hither but last night from a tour into York¬ 
shire, Derbyshire, &c., and found your letter, from the date 
of which I fear you will have thought me very rude, and 
forgethil of the civilities I have received from you. You do 
me great justice. Sir, in thinking I should be happy to be of 
use to you, if it was in my power; and I may add that 
nobody can think what you desire more proper for you than 
I do. Your merit is entitled to that and greater distinction, 
and were the place in my gift, I should think you honoured 
it by accepting it. But, alas! Sir, my opinion and my 
wishes are both very fruitless. I should not deserve the 
honour you have done me, if I did not speak sincerely and 
frankly to you. I have no interest with the ministry. 
I desire none, and have shown by my whole life that 
I will cultivate none. I have asked no favour for myself 
or my friends. Being now out of Parliament by choice, 
I doubt it would not help my interest. Mr. Gray’s prefer¬ 
ment gave me great pleasure; but I assure you upon my 


6 John Frederick SackvUle (1746- 
1799), son of Lord John Philip Sack- 
viUe, son of first Duke of Dorset; 
succeeded his uncle as third Duke of 
Dorset in 1769. Captain of the Yeo¬ 
men of the G-uard, 1782-83; Am¬ 
bassador to Paris, 1783-89. 

In a letter written in 1777 by 
Georgiana Spencer, Duchess of 
Devonshire, to her mother Countess 
Spencer, she describes Mr. Sackville 
(then Duke of Dorset) as follows:— 


‘ The Duke of Dorset came about 9— 
he has just left York, and goes from 
hence to Lord Derby’s. I always 
have look’d upon him as the most 
dangerous of men, for with that 
beauty of his he is so unajBfected and 
has a simplicity and persuasion in 
his manner that makes one account 
very easily for the number of women 
he has had in love with him.’ (Ati- 
glo-Saxm RevieWy voL 1 p. 240.) 


Q 2 
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honour, Sir, that I knew not a word of its })eing intended 
for him, till I saw in the papers that he had kissed hands. 
I believe. Sir, you are acquainted with him, and he would 
confirm this to you. It would, therefore, Sir, be giving 
myself an air of importance which I have not, if I pretended 
I could either serve you, or would tiy to serve you in this 
case j I had much rather you should know how insignificant 
I am, than have you think me either vain of favour I have 
not, or indifferent to your interest. I am so far from it, 
that I will teU you what I think might be a method of 
succeeding, though I must beg you not to mention my 
name in it in any shape. Mr. Stonhewer is a great favourite 
of the Duke of Grafton, and the person that recommended 
Mr. Gray. If you are acquainted with Mr. Stonhewer, who 
is a very worthy man, he might possibly be inclined to 
name you to the Duke, if the place is not promised, nor 
he unwilling to recommend a second time. Lord Spencer, 
or Lord Yilliers, if you know either of them, might be 
useful too. Excuse my hinting these things, but I should 
be happy to promote such merit, Sir, as yours,—you will 
interpret them as marks of the regard with which I am, Sir, 
Your obedient humble servant, 

Horace Walpole. 

P.S. The Duke of Marlborough might assist you, Sir, too. 
1232. To Sir Horace Mann. 

strawberry Hill, Sept. 22, 1768. 

I AM just returned hither from an expedition of visits and 
curiosity into Warwickshire, Yorkshire, and other counties. 
I stayed but one night in town, and could see nobody that 
could inform me whether Sir John Dick and your cap and 
feathers are set out, but I conclude so, find hope the first 
news from Elorence will be a paragraph in the Gazette with 



1768 ] To Sir Horace Mmin 229 

an account of the Great Duke inventing you. The ])lac.k 
infants^ I found were embarked, and I ho|K^ will have 
a prosperous voyage. 

I can tell you nothing but what you will soo in the papers, 
of the King of Denmark hurrying from ono conu^r of 
England to the other, without Booing anything distinoily, 
fatiguing himself, breaking his chaise, going tiianl to IhhI 
in inns, and getting up to show himself to the mob at the 
window. I believe that he is a very silly huh but tlu^ mob 
adore him, though he has iioithor done nor said anything 
worth repeating; but he gives them an opport.uniiy of 
getting together, of staring, and of making foolish ohsca'va- 
tions. Then the newspapers talk ihoir own language, and 
call him a great personage ; and a great personage that comes 
so often in their way, seems almost ono of theniselves raistMl 
to the throne. At the play of The Provolced WlfCj he clap|Hul 
whenever there was a sentence against matrimony; a vary 
civil proceeding, when his wife is an English princess! 
The other great personage® has at last given him a ball; 
my Lord Mayor gives him another to-morrow, and lu^ 
himself is to give a masquerade to all the w^orld at 
Eanelagh. He asked the King’s leave, who said couhl 
refuse nothing to him; the bishops will call this giving 
an earthqualce ] but if they would come when bishops call, 
the Bishop of Kome would have fetched forty hy this time. 
Our right reverend fathers have made ]>ut a ha<! <‘,hoice of 
their weapon in such a cold damp climate; and yet tluy 
were in the right to fix on a sin that they cannot commit 
themselves. The little King has sent five hundred tick^tf’4 
into the City; I don’t know how many to Oxford, and to 
everybody that has banqueted him. Between him im<l 
Sir Jeffery Amherst, poor Wilkes is entirely forgotten: 

Letter 1282.— i See letters to Mann of Ang. 4 and Aufc 18, 1768* 

2 The King. ’ 
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but nobody should complain, for we take care to wear 
every subject threadbare. 

The great war^ between the Duke of Portland and Sir 
James Lowther is said to be compromised: it is certain 
that the latter is to be a Viscount, which looks like his 
giving up the elections contested between them. 

I have had such another misfortune as I had last year 
in poor Lady Suffolk. My Lady Hervey % one of my great 
friends, died in my absence. She is a great loss to several 
persons ; her house was one of the most agreeable in 
London; and her own friendliness, good breeding, and 
amiable temper, had attached all that knew her. Her 
sufferings, with the gout and rheumatism, were terrible, 
and yet never could affect her patience, or divert her 
attention to her friends. 

I must beg you to transmit the enclosed to Mr. Hamilton, 
our minister at Naples, as I am not sure that he received 
one that I wrote to him some time ago by the post. 

1233. To Lady Mary Coke. 


[Oct. 1768.] 

It is not new for me, dear Madam, to be obliged to you, 
nor I hope for me to think of anything that I can hope 
would be agreeable to your Ladyship. I am very sorry 
you will not accept the ticket, as you would be so great an 
ornament to the masquerade, and I am infinitely obliged 
for the beautiful box. I was at Mrs. Harris's last night, but 
am not to be there to-night; but I shall endeavour to find 
an opportunity of seeing your Ladyship as soon as I can. 

3 Aa election contest. Sir James three succeeding Earls, George Wil- 

was not created a peer at that time. liam, Augustus, and Fr(&eriok. 
Walpole. Walpole. 

4 Mary Lepelle, widow of John, Letter 1233.—Kot in 0.; reprinted 

Lord Hervey, eldest son of the first from Letters and Journals of Lady 
Earl of Bristol, and mother of the Mary Coke, vol. iii. p. yviii , 
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To the Earl of Strafford 
1234. To THE Eahl op Stsappoed. 

Strawberry Hill, Monday, Oct. 10, 1768. 

I GIVE you a thousand thanks, my dear Lord, for the 
account of the hall at Welheck. I shall not be able to repay 
it with a relation of the masquerade to-night; for I have 
been confined here this week with the gout in my feet, 
and have not stirred off my bed or couch since Tuesday. 
I was to have gone to the great ball at Sion ^ on Friday, for 
which a new road, paddock, and bridge were made, as other 
folks make a dessert. I conclude Lady Mary^ has, and 
will tell you of all these pomps, which health thinks so 
serious, and sickness with her grave face tells one are so 
idle. Sickness may make me moralize, but I assure you she 
does not want humour. She has diverted me extremely with 
drawing a comparison between the repose (to call neglect 
by its dignified name) which I have enjoyed in this fit, and 
the great anxiety in which the whole world was when I had 
the last gout, three years ago—you remember my friends 
were then coming into power. Lord Weymouth was so 
good as to call at least once every day, and inquire after me; 
and the foreign ministers insisted that I should give them 
the satisfaction of seeing me, that they might tranquillize 
their sovereigns with the certainty of my not being in any 
danger. The Duke and Duchess of Newcastle were so 
kind, though very nervous themselves, as to send messen¬ 
gers and long messages every day from Claremont. I cannot 
say this fit has alarmed Europe quite so much. I heard 
the bell ring at the gate, and asked with much majesty 
if it was the Duke of Newcastle had sent? ‘No, Sir, it 
was only the butcher’s boy.’ The butcher’s boy is, indeed, 
the only courier I have had. Neither the King of France 

letter 1234,-—^ Tlie villa of tbe 2 Mary Coke, sister to Lady 
Duke of Nortbumberland near Brent- Strafford. Wal^pole, 
ford. Walpole. 
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nor King of Spain appears to be under the least concern 
about me. 

My dear Lord, I have had so many of these transitions 
in my life, that you will not wonder they divert me more 
than a masquerade. I am ready to say to most people, 
^ Mask, I know you.^ I wish I might choose their dresses I 

When I have the honour of seeing Lady Strafford, I shall 
beseech her to tell me all the news ; for I am too nigh and 
too far to know any. Adieu, my dear Lord! 

Yours most sincerely, 

Hor. Walpole. 

1235. To Sir Horace Mann. 

strawberry Hill, Oct. 24, 1768. 

I HAVE been confined these three weeks with the gout in 
both feet, and am still lying upon my couch ; yet I must 
oblige myself to write you a few lines, as the resignation of 
Lord Chatham will have excited your curiosity. In truth, 
I am little able to satisfy it; for besides having entirely 
bidden adieu to politics, I am here, ten miles from town, 
which is a thousand miles from truth. To the King, I am 
told Lord Chatham pleaded want of health, and despair of 
it: but to the Duke of Grafton he complained of the treat¬ 
ment of Sir Jeffery Amherst, and the intended removal of 
Lord Shelburne—the last, an unwise measure of the last 
accession to the administration. I do not see why want of 
health should have dictated this step more just now than at 
any moment for this last year. It being timed too at the 
eve of the Parliament has a suspicious look. As I have 
always doubted of the reality of his disorder, this proceed¬ 
ing does not abate my suspicion, yet there is in this conduct 
as in all his preceding, something unaccountable. No recon¬ 
ciliation seems to have taken place with his family: he is as 
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extravagantly profuse as ever, and I believe almost as much 
distressed. Lord Shelburne protested he had not received the 
slightest intimation of Lord Chatham’s intention, and yet has 
since resigned himself. The common report, for I really 
know nothing of the matter, is, that this nail started will not 
unpeg the administration. Lord Eochford is Secretary of 
State, but Lord Weymouth goes into Lord Shelburne’s 
province. Who is to be Privy Seal I do not know. 

We have rumours here that the rebuffs in Corsica ^ have 
shaken the Duke of Choiseul’s credit considerably, which 
tottered before by the King’s apprehension of that invasion 
producing a war. Our newspapers have even disgraced the 
Duke, and given him the Duke of Nivernois for successor ^ ; 
I do not wish them a more superficial minister than the 
latter. He is a namby-pamby kind of pedant, with a peevish 
petite sante, and much more fit to preside over one of your 
foolish Italian academies than to manage the affairs of 
a great kingdom. 

Adieu ! I write in such an uneasy posture that you will 
excuse my saying no more. 

1236, To Miss Anne Pitt. 

Strawberry Hill, Oct. 28, 1768. 

1 GIVE you a thousand thanks, dear Madam, for your 
very kind note: it gave me great pleasure, as I own I have 
been wishing, ever since I have been out of pain, for some 
opportunity of telling you how happy I should be to see 
you; the weather has been so bad, that I could not be 
unreasonable enough to ask that favour directly, and as fon 

Letter 1235.—-^iFigbtiiig was gomg Letter 1236.—Not in O.; reprint- 
on at this time between tbe French. ed from Hist. MSS. Comm.^ ISthi 
and Corsicans. Beport, Appendix, Part IH, voL i. 

2 Cboisenl remained in power until p. 168, 

1770. 
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this week past I have been on the point of going to town, 
I restrained my impatience and waited till it would give 
your charity less trouble. I am so much mended, that 
I shall certainly be in Arlington Street to-morrow or 
Sunday at farthest, and then I will not resign ^ the honour 
you intend me, but shall be very glad of every idle quarter 
of an hour you have to bestow on me, for I think it will 
be some time before I shall be able to dance an allemande 
with my Lady Milton. 

1237. To Sir Horace Mank, 

Arlington Street, Nov. 8, 1768. 

I DID receive your letter from Mr. Larpent, as I wrote 
you word; but I made no answer to one part (if I under¬ 
stand rightly what you mean) for your sake; because it is 
a subject ^ on which, my deal* Sir, you should not talk to 
me. Indeed, it is so delicate, that I would wish you not to 
talk, act, or write upon it, but according to the directions 
you receive. You cannot be wrong so, and it may be 
unsafe for you to step a step out of that track. You know 
how very kindly I mean this, and may trust me who know 
the ground here better than you can do. If I mistake, 
you will excuse me, but I protest I do not recollect any¬ 
thing in which you interest yourself, except what I mean, 
on which I have not made you constant answers. 

I wish you joy on the consummation of your wishes, 
and am pleased with the honours showered on you upon 
that occasion, Mr. Conway did receive your letter, and is 
happy to have contributed to your satisfaction. 

1 An allusion to the resignation of Corsica by France j but be had 
of Miss Pitt’s brother, the Earl of aUuded to the affairs of his own 
Chatham. faroily, as will appear by a subse- 

Letter 1237.-—1 Mr. W. thought quent letter. Walpole. 

Sir H. Mann meaned the invasion 
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Lord Chatham, if one may judge by symptoms, is not 
only peaceable, but has reason to be pleased. The Privy 
Seal is given to his friend Lord Bristol and not only the 
Chancellor % but Mr, James Grenville remain in place; 
a complexion of circumstances that place Lord Shelburne 
in an awkward situation. Till to-day it was even believed 
that the latter’s friend, Colonel Barre, would retain his 
place, but to-day I hear that he will resign it. Lord 
Harcourt is likely to go ambassador to Paris, and they say 
Lord Charles Spencer is to succeed him as Chamberlain to 
the Queen. Colonel Fitzroy (the Duke of Grafton’s brother) 
is made her Vice-Chamberlain;—a clear proof of the favour 
of the Duke. 

The Parliament is to meet on Tuesday next; and a busy 
session it must be. The turbulent temper of Boston, of 
which you will see the full accounts in all the papers, is 
a disagreeable prospect. Corsica will not fail to be talked 
of, and the heat of the late elections must rekindle as the 
petitions come to be heard. How happy do I feel to be 
quite out of the whirlwind ! How I should feel the remains 
of my gout if I knew I was to be hurried down to the 
House of Commons ! The town will not want even private 
amusement, which must pass too through the Parliamentary 
channel. I mean the Duke of Grafton’s divorce ; an event 
I am very sorry for, as I wish well to both parties. 

Are the Black Prince and Princess not arrived yet? 
I a.TY> impatient to hear of their landing, and'to learn the 
present state of their charms. I am glad they are not 
parrots, and will not be able to jabber what they hear on 
shipboard, to the great scandal of an Austrian court. 
Adieu! 


2 Q-eorge WiHiam Hervey, second ^ Charles Pratt, Lord Camden. 
Earl of Bristol of that family. Wal- Walj^oU. 
pole. 
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1238. To G-eoege Montagu. 

Arlington Street, Nov. 10, 1768. 

I HAVE not received the cheese, but I thank you as much 
beforehand. I have been laid up with a fit of the gout in 
both feet and a knee; at Strawberry for an entire month, 
and eight days here ; I took the air for the first time the 
day before yesterday, and am, considering, surprisingly 
recovered by the assistance of the bootikins and my own 
perseverance in drinking water. I moulted my stick to-day, 
and have no complaint but weakness left. The fit came 
just in time to augment my felicity in having quitted 
Parliament. I do not find it so uncomfortable to grow old, 
when one is not obliged to expose oneself in public. 

I neither rejoice nor am sorry at your being accommo¬ 
dated in your new habitation. It has long been plain to 
me that you choose to bury yourself in the ugliest spot you 
can find, at a distance from almost all your acquaintance ; 
so I give it up; and then I am glad you are pleased. 

Nothing is stirring but politics, and chiefly the worst kind 
of politics, elections. I trouble myself with no sort, but 
seek to pass what days the gout leaves me or bestows on 
me, as quietly as I can. I do not wonder at others, because 
I doubt I am more singular than they are ; and what makes 
me happy would probably not make them so. My best 
compliments to your brother; I shall be glad to see you 
both when you come; though for you, you don’t cai*e how 
little time you pass with your friends. Yet I am, and ever 
shall be, 

Yours most sincerely, 

H. Walpole. 
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To George Montagu 
1239. To Geohge Montagu. 

Arlington Street, Nov. 15, 1768. 

You cannot wonder when I receive such kind letters from 
you, that I am vexed our intimacy should be reduced almost 
to those letters. It is selfish to complain, when you give 
me such good reasons for your system: but I grow old; 
and the less time we have to live together, the more I feel 
a separation from a person I love so well; and that reflection 
furnishes me with arguments in vindication of my peevish¬ 
ness. Methinks, though the contrary is true in practice, 
prudence should be the attribute of youth, not of years. 
When we approach to the last gate of life, what does it 
signify to provide for new furnishing one’s house ? Youth 
should have all those cares—indeed, charming youth is 
better employed. It leaves foresight to those that have 
little occasion for it. You and I have both done with the 
world, the busy world, and therefore I would smile with 
you over what we have both seen of it—and luckily we can 
smile both, for we have quitted it willingly, not from disgust 
nor mortifications. However, I do not pretend to combat 
your reasons, much less would I draw you to town a moment 
sooner than it is convenient to you, though I shall never 
forget your offering it. Nay, it is not so much in town that 
I wish we were nearer, as in the country. Unless one lives 
exactly in the same set of company, one is not much the 
better for one’s friends being in London. I that talk of 
giving up the world, have only given up the troubles of it 
—as far as that is possible. I should speak more properly 
in saying that I have retired out of the world into London. 
I always intend to place some months between me and the 
moroseness of retirement. We are not made for solitude. 
It gives us prejudices; it indulges us in our own humours, 
and at last we cannot live without them. 
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My gout is quite gone; and if I had a mind to disguise its 
remains, I could walk very gracefully—except on going down¬ 
stairs. Happily it is not the fashion to hand anybody—the 
nymph and I should soon be at the bottom. 

Your old cousin Newcastle ^ is going; he has had a stroke 
of a palsy, and they think will not last two days. I hope 
he is not sensible, as I doubt he would be too averse to his 
situation. Poor man! he is not like my late amiable friend, 
Lady Hervey! two days before she died, she wrote to her 
son Bristol these words : ^ I feel my dissolution coming on— 
but I have no pain—what can an old woman desire more ? ’ 
This was consonant to her usual propriety—yes, propriety 
is grace; and thus everybody may be graceful, when other 
graces are fled—Oh, but you will cry, is not this a contra¬ 
diction to the former part of your letter ? Prudence is one 
of the graces of age—why yes, I do not know but it may 
be—and yet I don’t know how; ’tis a musty quality ; one 
hates to allow it to be a grace—come, at least it is only like 
that one of the Oraces that hides her face. She has not the 
openness of the other two. In short, I have ever been so 
imprudent, that though I have much corrected myself, I am 
not at all vain of such merit. I have purchased it for much 
more than it was worth. 

I wish you joy of Lord Guilford’s amendment; and always 
take a full part in your satisfaction or sorrow. Adieu ! 

Yours ever, 

H. Walpole. 

1240. To SiE Hobaoe Mann. 

Arlington Street, Nov. 18, 1768. 

As there has been no event since the Parliament met, 
I did not write to you any account of it. Being happily 

Letter 1239.—’ The Duke of Newcastle died on Nov. 17, 1768, 
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quit of it, I do not burthen my memory with inquiring into 
details. If any genius should arise, or promise to arise, one 
is sure enough of hearing it without curiosity. By the 
modesty of the opposition, and by their little impatience 
for a diyision, it is plain they were conscious of the weak¬ 
ness of their numbers. From their conduct yesterday, it is 
certain that they have more weaknesses than one. They 
moved for all papers, with all powers, in which any mention 
has been made of Corsica. When the strength of a new 
Parliament is not known, methinks it were wise, by a 
plausible question to draw in as many of the lookers out, at 
least of the rational and the well meaning, as possible. In 
lieu of that, they frame a question that required a very 
opponent stomach to digest. Accordingly, the motion was 
rejected by 230 to 84—and thus a fluctuating majority be¬ 
comes a stable one—for every interested man will now be 
in a hurry to be the two hundred and thirty-first. It was 
a great day for the administration, a better for the Duke of 
Choiseul, a bad one for this country: for, whatever the 
ministry may incline or wish to do, France will look on 
this vote as a decision not to quarrel for Corsica. She may 
determine to pursue a scheme she was ready to abandon; 
and we may be at last drawn in to save Cprsica, when it 
might have been saved without our interfering. 

The Duke of Newcastle is dead, of a stroke of a palsy. He 
had given up poHtics ever since—his illness a few months 
ago ! It does not make the least alteration of any kind. 

So the Turks have opened their temple of Janus ^ I To 
how many more temples it will communicate, who can tell ? 
As France persuaded them to unlock it, no doubt she has 
false keys to other gates. The Duke of Choiseul totters; 
but sometimes our administration props him, and some¬ 
times our opposition. 

Letter 1240,—War had been declared between Turkey and Bussia. 
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Lord Chatham has got a regular fit of the gout after so 
long an intermission. Many think this indicates his re¬ 
appearance. If anything can reproduce him on the stage, 
the gout and the smell of war can. He might not like to 
make it while minister. There is nothing to check him, 
when out of place. 

Adieu! for I have other letters to write, and am in haste 
to go out, I have seen with satisfaction your glories in the 
Gazette. 

1241. To SiE Hobaoe Mank. 

Arlington Street, Nov. 25, 1768. 

The young' gentleman who will deliver this to you is the 
son of Lord Kaimes \ a very learned and ingenious gentleman 
in Scotland, well known by his works. I have been desired 
to add my recommendation to these titles, though they want 
none ; and though you want no incitement to be obliging 
and kind to your countrymen. It is indeed defrauding you 
of that merit, if I occasion the least part of it to be imputed 
to my solicitation. However, I know it is a pleasure to you 
to oblige me, and therefore I beg you will indulge your pro¬ 
pensity ; and you are sure I shall acknowledge your friend¬ 
ship, while you are pleasing yourself by exerting your good 
breeding and good offices in favour of this gentleman. 

1242. To Gteoeoe Montaot, 

Arlington Street, Bee. 1, 1768. 

I LIKE your letter, and have been looking at my next door 
but one \ The ground-story is built, and the side walls will 
certainly be raised another floor, before you think of arriving. 

Letter 1241. — ^ Henry Home Letter 1242.—Montagu contem- 
(1696—1782), Lord Karnes, Lord of the plated taking lodgings in Arlington 
Justiciary Court. His son was George Street. 

Home-Brummond (d. 1819). 
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I fear nothing for you but the noise of workmen, and of this 
street in front and Piccadilly on the other side. If you can 
bear such a constant hammering and hurricane, it will 
rejoice me to have you so near me ; and then I think I must 
see you oftener than I have done these ten years. Nothing 
can be more dignified than this position. From my earliest 
memory Arlington Street has been the ministerial street. 
The Duke of Grafton is actually coming into the house of 
Mr. Pelham, which my Lord President^ is quitting, and 
which occupies too the ground on which my father lived; 
and Lord Weymouth has just taken the Duke of Dorset’s— 
yet you and I, I doubt, shall always live on the wrong side 
of the way! 

Lord Chatham is reconciled to Lord Temple and George 
Grenville. The second is in great spirits on the occasion; 
and yet gives out that Lord Chatham earnestly solicited it. 
The insignificant Lepidus patronizes Antony, and is sued to 
by Augustus! Still do I doubt whether Augustus will ever 
come forth again. Is this a peace patched up by Livia for 
the sake of her children, seeing the imbecility of her husband? 
or is Augustus to own he has been acting a changeling, like 
the first Brutus, for near two years? I do not know; I 
remain in doubt. 

Wilkes has struck an artful stroke. The ministers, devoid 
of all management in the House of Commons, consented that 
he should be heard at the bar of the House, and appointed 
to-morrow, forgetting the election for Middlesex is to come 
on next Thursday. One would think they were impatient 
to advance the riots. Last Monday Wilkes demanded to 
examine Lord Temple: when that was granted, he asked 
for Lord Sandwich and Lord March. As the first had not 
been refused, the others could not. The Lords were adjourned 
till to-day—and, I suppose, are now sitting on this perplexing 

2 Earl Gower, 

R 


WALPOLE. VII 
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demand. If Lord Temple desires to go to the bar of the 
Commons, and the two others desire to be excused, it will 
be difficult for the Lords to know what to do. Sandwich is 
frightened out of his senses, and March does not like it. 
Well! this will cure ministers and great lords of being so 
flippant in dirty tyranny, when they see they may be worried 
for it four years afterwards. 

The Commons, I suppose, are at this minute as hotly 
engaged on the Cumberland election between Sir James 
Lowther and the Duke of Portland—Oh! how delightful 
and comfortable to be sitting quietly here, and scribbling to 
you, perfectly indifferent about both Houses ! 

You will just escape having your brains beaten out, by 
not coming this fortnight. The Middlesex election will be 
over. Adieu I Yours ever, 

H. W. 


1243. To Sib Hoeaoe Mann. 

Arlington Street, Dec. 2, 1768. 

If I understand what you refer to in your letter through 
Mr. Larpent, I not only received, but have lately given you 
a reason why from prudence on your account I did not refer 
to it. If I misunderstand you, you will be so good as to 
contrive to give me a new hint: but I cannot recollect any 
other subject on which I have not answered. Your letters 
I have left at Strawberry, and cannot go thither for two 
reasons, to examine the dates. The first is, that as the 
Middlesex election is to be at Brentford on Thursday, I do 
not care to go through that riotous town; and the second, that 
the waters are so out and the river so high, that it is not 
easy to cross the Thames at Eichmond. 

Yes, that election is to be on Thursday, and every manage¬ 
ment and every mismanagement has been used to make it 
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produce more tumults. The House of Commons forgetting 
the day, ordered Wilkes to appear at their bar to-day; and 
when they had granted that, he demanded to call Lord 
Temple, Lord Sandwich, and Lord March to be examined 
by him. As the demand was artfully made for the first 
singly, nobody cared, and the House allowed it. Then he 
asked for the two others. When the first had been granted, 
there could be no pretence for refusing the others. The two 
have been in a horrid anxiety, concluding Lord Temple would 
desire to go ; but yesterday, when the Commons sent to the 
Lords to ask leave for the appearance of all three. Lord 
Temple was not in the House, and, I hear, disclaims having 
had any connection with Wilkes for some time. The Lords 
replied, they would return an answer by their own 
messengers; and have postponed the consideration to 
Monday. In the meantime they are beginning to exert 
themselves to prevent riots, and yesterday committed a 
solicitor ^ to ITewgat'e for prevarication, when he was 
examined for having prosecuted a justice of peace, who 
took up a rioter last spring by the orders of their House. 
The other House have also put off the appearance of Wilkes 
before them till after the Middlesex election. These steps 
do not look favourably for him. 

In the meantime, new game is started. Lord Chatham is 
reconciled to Lord Temple and Mr. Grenville. Impatience 
longs to know whether the first will reappear again. His 
friends say that he has a most favourable fit of the gout, 
and will certainly come forth after Christmas®. Others, 
that this reconciliation was patched up by Lady Chatham, 

Letter 1243.—^ William Douglas, ^ The Earl of Chatham reappeared 
Earl of March and Ruglen, after- at court in July 1769, and in the 
wards Duke of Queensberry. He had House of Lords in January 1770, 
encouraged Kidgell to inform against The attack of gout mentioned by 
Wilkes’s Essay on Woman. Wal:gole. Walpole greatly improved his health. 

2 His name was AylifPe. 
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from a sense of his imbecility, and desiro of putting her 
children under the protection of her brothers. I do not 
know what to think. His resignation, followed directly by 
a fit of the gout, looks suspicious. And yet, has he been 
acting madness for two years together ? Will his appearance 
have any effect, if he does produce himself? and how are he 
and Mr. Grenville to marry their incompatible politics to¬ 
gether. Oh, say the last dozen years, what trouble is there 
in reconciling inconsistencies ? or, suppose he is mad,—-is he 
a worse politician for that ? Nullum magnum ingenium sine 
mixtura dementiac. A mad minister and a mad people must 
conquer the world. 

Your neighbour Paoli, I see, goes on grinding the French 
to powder. The Due de Choiseul has a still worse enemy 
at home. There is a Mademoiselle L’Ange^, now Countess 
de Barr6, who has mounted from the dregs of her profession 
to the zenith of it, and gained an ascendant that all the 
duchesses and beauties of Versailles could not attain. Pier 
husband has long been the pimp of Marshal Eichelieu, and 
married this nymph in order to pave her way to favour. 
She gets ground every day, and probably will save Paoli 
before my Lord Chatham steps in to his assistance. 

We have a new Eussian Ambassador®, who is to be mag¬ 
nificence itself. He is wondrously civil, and copious of 
words. He treated me the other night with a pompous 
relation of his sovereign lady’s heroism. I never doubted 
her courage. She sent for Dr. Dimsdale ®; would have no 
trial made on any person of her own age and corpulence: 
went into the country with her usual company, swore 
Dimsdale to secrecy, and you may swear that he kept his 

* Marie Jeanne Gomard Van- the Empress to inocnlato herself and 
hemier, Comtesse dn Barry, guiUo- her son the Grand Duke Paul, 
tined in 1793. ^ Dimsdale was created a Baron on 

Count Czernichew. the success of the operations, and 

® Dr. Thomas Dimsdale (1712— received a pension and a grant of 
1<S00), He was invited to Bussia hy ten thousand pounds. 
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oath to such a lioness. She was inoculated, dined, supped, 
and walked out in public, and never disappeared but one 
day; had a few on her face, and many on her body, which 
last I suppose she swore Orloff likewise not to tell. She has 
now inoculated her son. I wonder she did not, out of 
magnanimity, try the experiment on him first. 

Your brother has had a terrible fit of the gout in his 
head and all over him. I had a note from him to-day, and 
he is better. I am recovered so entirely as to be stronger 
on my feet than before: but I have more resolution, and 
never touch tea or wine. I preach in vain—the Jesuits are 
fallen, but the time is not come for rooting our physicians. 
These rogues persuade people that the bootikins are fatal. 
They now assert that my friend Lady Hervey, who died 
of a diarrhoea, was killed by the bootikins which she wore 
for the gout. All they can do is to keep up perspiration, 
which everybody knows is the only thing that can be done 
for the gout. Mr. Chute wears them every night, and walks 
better than he did seven years ago—but there is a charm in 
nonsense that nothing can resist! It is the only talent that 
preaches and prescribes with success ! A fool, educated in 
the school of a knave, makes a renowned general, arch¬ 
bishop, chancellor, or physician. What repeal of laws and 
burning of books there would be, if the world for one age 
had nothing in it but men of sense!—for they would be 
forced to be honest if there were no fools. Adieu I my 
last paragraphs would be treason and heresy in every country 
upon earth. 


1244. To Sir Horace Mann. 

Arlington Street, Dee. 20, 1768. 

I BEG your pardon, not only for my mistake, but for not 
having answered your inquiry about your own family affairs, 
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vrhich I really thought I had dona Your brother Gal 
always talked to me as if there was a firm entail in your 
father’s will; and if there was, your eldest brother cannot 
cut it off, as he has no legitimate son of age. I hope his 
threat to your nephew was merely to alarm him, and 
without a power to execute it. It could easily be seen in 
the will, but I believe it best not to inquire while there is no 
necessity, lest your brother should hear of it. Your nephew, 
I doubt, will provoke him, that is, give him an excuse to do 
what he would like to do, in favour of his own children. 

We are as much occupied as we were four years ago with 
Wilkes, His spirit, which the Scotch call impudence, and 
the gods confidence, rises every day. He was very near 
embroiling the two Houses on his demand of the three 
lords, which I think I mentioned in my last, Mr. Grenville 
obtained to have Lord Temple omitted ; the Lords would 
not oblige the two others to appear, but they have offered 
it; and if ever his affair comes on, which I doubt, will 
submit to go to the House of Commons. He has desired 
twice to be heard himself by the Lords, which they have 
rejected. Since that, he has behaved with new insolence, 
A printer being taken up by the House of Lords for printing 
a letter of Lord Weymouth, written three weeks before the 
affair in St. George’s Fields, in which he offered soldiers to 
the civil magistrate in case of need, and to which a com¬ 
mentary was prefixed that charged the administration with 
a premeditated design of blood; the printer confessed, by 
the authority of Wilkes himself, that both letter and 
remarks had been transmitted to the press by Wilkes, who 
still not content, has by hand-biUs assumed to himself the 
honour of many more such publications. The Lords, though 
enraged, had the prudence not to care to examine him him¬ 
self, attended as he might be by a mob, and to recollect that 
he is yet a member of the other House, to which they sent 
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their complaint; a piece of personal discretion, that was 
none of the wisest, as it was flinging combustible matter 
into much the more combustible assembly of the two. It 
happened accordingly, that more fault was found with the 
letter than with the comment; and after variety of opinions, 
it was yesterday resolved to hear Wilkes at their bar on the 
27 th of January; there still being blindness enough not to 
perceive that the oftener this incendiary is touched, the 
more he gains ground. 

He has had a new triumph. The day of the election for 
Middlesex the poll had continued peaceable tDl two o’clock, 
when a mob broke in, drove everybody out of the town, 
maimed and woxmded several, and really occasioned the 
death of two persons. At first the slaughter was thought 
more considerable. This mob seems to have been hired by 
Sir William Beauchamp Proctor for defence, but, by folly 
or ill-management, proved the sole aggressors. The just 
scandal given by that proceeding has lost him the election, 
and Wilkes’s counsel and nominee, Serjeant Glynn, was 
chosen a week afterwards by a large majority. Thus, after 
a persecution of four years, Wilkes, in prison, names the 
representatives for Middlesex! 

These things must sound strange in Tuscan ears; but the 
events in a free state are as unlike those in an absolute 
government as the kinds of government themselves are 
unlike. The times wear a very tempestuous aspect, and 
while there is a singular want both of abilities and prudence, 
there is no want of mischievous intentions. Luckily, 
America is quiet; France, poor, foiled, and disgraced. In 
truth, I do not know whether anything could restore 
harmony at home so soon as a foreign war, for which we 
are at least better prepared than she is. A war would 
quite restore Lord Chatham’s faculties, when he could have 
an opportunity of being mad on a larger scale. 
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We are in constant expectation of hearing the Due de 
ChoiseuFs fall. The Comtesse de Barr^ maintains her 
ground, and they say will be presented to the Mesdames 
as soon as the Queen's mourning is over. This decency is 
delightful! While his wife lived, the King kept his mis¬ 
tresses openly; now a new one is not to be declared, while 
the court still wears black and white silks for the Queen! 
The Due d'Aiguillon is talked of as ChoiseuFs successor. 
At fifty-eight or nine, his Majesty picks up a hunter, and 
gives her leave to change the administration. I think he 
should not be called the welUeloved, but the welhMoving, 

I never saw your new residence, Pisa, but have a notion 
it is a charming place; but, how German! to take an 
aversion to Florence 1 the loveliest town upon earth ! Has 
your little prince no eyes for pictures, statues, buildings, 
prospects? Where could one like to reign, if not there? 
For your sake, I still wish the black dogs may prove hand¬ 
some, else I should not care if they were mere turnspits. 

Tuesday, 23rd. 

They talk of strange proceedings, and that prosecutions 
for murder are to be commenced against the Duke of 
Northumberland and Sir William Beauchamp, who are 
taxed with having hired the mob at Brentford. The Houses 
are adjourned for three weeks; in which time I doubt the 
oppositions will be more awake than the ministers. I rejoice 
daily and weekly that I have nothing to do with this scene 
of combustion. Adieu! 

1245. To Sib, Hoeace Mann. 

strawberry Hill, Jan. 14, 1769. 

Whiston, and such prophecy-mongers, were very unlucky 
to die before the present era. They vented their foolish 
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knowledge and foolish, conjectures in foretelling the down¬ 
fall of the Pope and Turk, when there was not the least 
ground for such surmises. There is not a verse in the 
Revelations that would not set up a prophet now. Your 
neighbour, the whore of Babylon, is almost reduced to her 
own bawdy house, and I have as little doubt that the 
Russians will give a good account of the Grand Signor. Are 
not you diverted with his proposing to the Catholics of 
Poland to turn Mahometans? It is plain that he thinks 
the Protestants are the most errant Christians. What pious 
defenders of the faith the great Turk and the good Czarina 
are ! Then the liberties of the Gallican Church are upheld 
by Louis Quinze and the Comtesse de Barr4 ] and the 
liberties of England by that excellent patriot, Alderman 
Wilkes I Well! you want to know what is doing in 
the ward of Farringdon Without \ The Lords are to meet 
on Monday, when the Alderman's writs of error will he 
argued before them. I think he will find no favour there. 
He is not to appear at the bar of the other House till the 
27th, where he will probably make a better fight. The 
people are certainly intoxicated with him, and, should he 
be expelled, as he expects, he will undoubtedly be able to 
name his successor for Middlesex. What idle pains Cato, 
and such folks, took to be virtuous, when they might have 
been patriots on so much cheaper terms! Wilkes has got 
his addresses to his constituents already written and dated 
from Newgate, whither he expects to be sent; and if he is, 
he will have ten times a greater levee than my Lord Russell 
had there. A few days will decide whether my Lord. 
Chatham will appear and claim his old civic crown again; 
in short, whether Caesar will join Alderman Catiline, or 
wait till matters are riper for his descent. For my own 

Letter 1245.—Wilkes had just been elected Alderman of that ward. 
Wal]^ole, 
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part, I do not believe this demi-god will ever revisit the 
earth, since he has been so shorn of his beams. 

All this is amusing ; and yet, methinks, I had rather we 
made a great figure than a comical one. When one has 
been used to glory under Mr. Pitt, I sigh to think how he 
and we are fallen ! We are afraid to meddle even in little 
Corsica, though the French have so wofully miscarried 
there ; and we enjoy half the empire of the Mogul only to 
traffic in India stock! We are no longer great any way. 
We have no great men; no great orators, writers, or poets. 
One would think they had all been killed in the last war. 
Nay, our very actors are uncommonly bad. I saw a new 
tragedy the other night, that was worse played, though at 
Drury Lane, than by any strollers I ever beheld ; and yet 
they are good enough for the new pieces. The best we have 
are little comic operas. Apropos to operas ; your old 
acquaintance the Duke of Dorset® is dead, after having 
worn out his constitution, and almost his estate. He has 
not left a tree standing in the venerable old park at Knowle. 
However, the family think themselves very happy that he 
did not marry a girl he kept, as he had a mind to do, if the 
state of his understanding had not empowered his relations 
to prevent it. 

Did you see as he passed to Eome the great lord ® that 
gave birth to all our present disputes? He is said to be 
much recovered. 

I shall return to London the day after to-morrow ; and as 
this cannot set out till Tuesday, probably I shall have 
something to add. Do you know anything of Lady Orford, 
and the state of her health ? Mr. Hamilton spoke of her to 
me in the summer as almost expiring with an asthma. 

^ Charles Sackville, second Duke of Dorset. Walpole, 

^ Lord Bute. Walpole. 
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London, Jan. 16tli. 

Wilkes’s writs of error were argued yesterday before the 
Lords ; and the Lord Chief Justice Wilmot, in the name of 
the other judges, declared in behalf of the verdict already 
given against him, which was then confirmed, without one 
lord saying a syllable in his defence. As he has two parts 
of the legislature thus firm against him, it remains to see 
whether he and the people can make any impression on the 
House of Commons. If the world can attend to anything 
else, this week comes on before the House of Lords that 
most extraordinary cause between the families of Douglas 
and Hamilton, equal to any in the Causes Gdebres, Adieu ! 
I do not hear a word of my Lord Chatham. Madame de 
Barre, the French meteor, does not seem to be a fixed star. 

1246. To SiE Hoeace 

Arlington Street, Jan. 31, 1769. 

The affair of Wilkes is rather undecided yet, than in 
suspense. It has been a fair trial between faction and 
corruption; of two such common whores, the richest will 
carry it. 

The Court of Aldermen set aside the election of Wilkes 
on some informality, but he was immediately re-chosen. 
This happened on Friday last, the very day of his appearance 
at the House of Commons. He went thither without the 
least disturbance or mob, having dispersed his orders ag^^ 
cordingly, which are obeyed implicitly. He did not, how¬ 
ever, appear at the bar till ten at night, the day being wasted 
in debating whether he should be suffered to enter on his 
case at large, or be restrained to his two chief complainta 
The latter was carried by 270 to 131, a majority that he will 
not easily reduce. He was then called in, looked ill, but 
behaved decently, and demanded to take the oaths and his 
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seat. This affair, after a short debate, was refused ; and his 
counsel being told the restrictions imposed, the House 
adjourned at midnight. To-day he goes again to the House, 
but whatever steps he takes there, or however long debates 
he may occasion, you may look upon his fate as decided in 
that place. 

We are in hourly expectation of hearing that a nymph, 
more common still than the two I have mentioned, has 
occasioned what Wilkes has failed in now, a change in an 
administration. I mean the Comtesse du Barry. The 
grands habits are made, and nothing wanting for her pre¬ 
sentation but—what do you think ? some woman of quality 
to present her. In that servile court and country, the 
nobility have had spirit enough to decline paying their 
court, though the King has stooped d des bassesses to obtain 
it. The Due de Choiseul will be the victim; and they 
pretend to say has declared he will resign d Vanglaise, 
rather than be chass4 by such a creature. His indiscretion 
is astonishing: he has said at his own table, and she has 
been told so, ^ Madame du Barry est tr^s mal inform^e ; on 
ne parle pas des catins chez moi.’ Catin diverts herself and 
King Solomon the wise with tossing oranges into the air 
after supper, and crying, ^ Saute, Choiseul I saute, Praslin I ’ 
and then Solomon laughs heartily. Sometimes she flings 
powder in his sage face, and calls him Jean Farine I Well! we 
are not the foolishest nation in Europe yet! It is supposed 
that the Due d’Aiguillon will be the successor. Voltaire has 
just published a Sikle de Louis XV; it were pity but he 
should continue this Boole of Kings, 

I am going to send away this letter, because you will be 
impatient, and the House will not rise probably till long 
after the post is gone out. I did not think last May that 
you would hear this February that there was an end of 
mobs, that Wilkes was expelled, and the colonies quieted. 
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However, pray take notice that I do not stir a foot out of 
the province of gazetteer into that of prophet I protest, 
I know no more than a prophet what is to come. Adieu ! 

1247. To SiE Horace Mans’. 

Arlington Street, Feb. 6, 1769. 

I WAS not mistaken in announcing to you the approaching 
expulsion of Wilkes. It passed on Friday night, or rather 
at three on Saturday morning, by a majority of 219 against 
137, after four days of such fatigue and long sittings as 
never were known together. His behaviour, in every 
respect but confidence, was so poor, that it confirmed what 
I have long thought, that he would lose himself sooner in 
the House of Commons than he can be crushed anywhere 
else. He has so little quickness or talent for public speaking, 
that he would not be heard with patience. Now he has all 
the Mat that sufferings, boldness, or his writings can give 
him—not that I think the latter have other merit than 
..being calculated for the mob and the moment. He stands 
again for Middlesex, to be again expelled ,* yet nobody dares 
oppose him; and he is as sure of recommending his suc¬ 
cessor. Still there are people so wild and blind, as not to 
see that every triumph against him is followed by mortifica¬ 
tion and disgrace. In this country every violence turns 
back upon its authors. My father, who governed for the 
longest time, and Mr. Pelham, who enjoyed the quietest 
administration, always leaned to lenient measures. They 
who think themselves wiser have not met with equal 
success. As worthless a fellow as Wilkes is, the rigours 
exercised towards him have raised a spirit that will require 
still wiser heads to allay. Men have again turned seriously 
to the study of those controversies that agitated this country 
an hundred years ago; and instead of dipping in Eoman and 
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Greek histories for flowers to decorate the speeches of false 
patriotism, principles are revived that have taken deeper 
root; and I wish we do not see quarrels of a graver com¬ 
plexion than the dirty squabbles for places and profit. 
Persecution for politics has just the same issue as for 
religion; it spreads the oppressed doctrine; and though 
I think Wilkes as bad a man as if he were a saint, he will 
every day get disciples that will profit of his martyrdom. 
Thank God, that he has not turned Methodist! 

Apropos to saints. Do you know that one of the chief 
supports of Madame du Barri is that old hypocrite the Due 
de la Vauguion\ the Dauphin’s governor, and patron of the 
Jesuits. I remember, when I was in Prance, it was a 
common saying, ‘ que Monsieur de Choiseul n’avoit rien fait 
en chassant les Jesuites, s’il ne chassoit aussi M. de la 
Vauguion.’ This Ignatian preceptor went the other day to 
Madame, the King’s eldest and favourite daughter, and told 
her that Madame du Barri would certainly be presented, 
and that her Koyal Highness would do well to receive her 
kindly. The Princess asked if he came by the King’s 
order ? He said, no; but that the Due de Eichelieu, and 
other of her Koyal Highness’s friends, advised her to that 
conduct. She said, with spirit and dignity, ‘Monsieur, 
sortez de ma chambre.’ We believe the presentation made 
last Sunday, though the account is not yet come; and 
I think there is as little doubt of Ohoiseul’s fall. I agree 
with you in praying that it may save Paoli. What an 
excellent contrast in the beginning and end of the King’s 
life ! All Prance gallantly wished to give him a mistress; 
but if a beauty was recommended to him, he asked if she 
was as handsome as the poor ugly Queen. Once, I have 
heard, they proceeded so far as to place a fair nymph in his 

Letter 1247. — 1 Antoine Panl Canssade (1706-1772), Duo de la 
Jacques de Qu61en de Stner de Vanguion. 
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bed—be threw the chamber-pot at her. Then on a sudden 
he took the homely Madame de Mailly, then her frightful 
sister, Vintimille, then the third sister, the goddess Oh^eau- 
roux: and now changes his ministry for a street-walker... 

I am sorry your residence at Pisa is so unpleasant and 
expensive to you. You must comfort yourself that you will 
never be to follow the court to a camp, nor be shut up in 
the seven towers®. Do you know, I expect that the vast 
northern war will teach the Turks to read Grrotius and 
Pulfendorff. Adieu! 


1248. To Sib Hobace Mann. 

Arlington Street, Feb. 28, 17G9. 

So you and the Jesuits have lost the Pope^! I don’t 
believe they will comfort themselves so easily as you will. 
You are too discreet to betray the secrets of your province, 
therefore I will not ask if you have received any in¬ 
structions to promote the interest of my Lord Bute to 
succeed him; yet, without your authority, I could easily 
make Mr. Wilkes believe so—or at least say so. I know 
where it would pass for as much gospel as any she is 
inclined to receive. I am to dine to-morrow with the 
famous Mrs. Macaulay, along with the Due de la Koche- 
foucaiilt^. She is one of the sights that all foreigners are 
carried to see. Did you know this young duke? He is 
very amiable and worthy—much more worthy than his 
ancestor; not quite so agreeable. Our ladies run the men 
hard: we have actually two or three upon the carpet that for 
these last ten days have deadened the lustre of Wilkes him- 

2 Passage omitted. demolished in 1655. 

s Probably an aUnsion to the Letter 1248.—J Clement xm,* d. 

‘ Torre deUa Fame ’ at Pisa (the Feb. 2, 1769. 

place of Ugolino’s captivity and 2 lVan 9 ois Alexandre Frdd&ric 
death),properlyknownas the‘Torre (1747-1827), Buc de la Eochefon- 
dei Gnalandi alle Sette Vie.' It was canld-Lianconrt. 
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self, though, his cause is far from being drawn to the dregs. 
A huge subscription has been made for him ; but, with all 
the idolatry of his party, they will not trust his divinity 
with his own offerings, but are paying his debts and thefts. 
Is not there a sobriety in our madness that stamps it for 
our own? 

Well, but to come to goddesses: after a marriage of 
twenty years, Augustus Hervey having fallen in love with 
a physician’s daughter ^ at Bath, has attacked his spouse, the 
Maid of Honour, the fair Chudleigh, and sought a divorce 
for adultery. Unfortunately, he had waited till all the 
witnesses of their marriage, and of her two deliveries, are 
dead, as well as the two children. The provident virgin 
had not been so negligent. Last year she forced herself 
into the house of the parson® who had married them, and 
who was at the point of death. By bullying, and to get rid 
of her, she forced the poor man to give up the certificate. 
Since that she has appeared in Doctors’ Commons, and 
sworn by the Virgins Mary and Diana, that she never was 
married to Mr. Hervey. The Ecclesiastical Court has ad¬ 
mitted her corporal oath, and enjoined silence to Mr. Hervey. 
Next week this fair injured innocence, who is but fifty, is 
to be married to the Duke of Kingston, who has kept her 
openly for almost half that time, and who by this means 
will recover half his fortune which he had lavished on her. 
As a proof of her purity and poverty, her wedding-gown is 
white satin, trimmed with Brussels lace and pearls. Every 
word of this history is extremely true. The physician, who 
is a little more in his senses than the other actors, and 
a little honester, will not give his daughter; nay, has 
offered her five thousand pounds not to marry Mr. Hervey, 

3 Second son of Jolin, Lord Hervey, to marry her. 
afterwards Earl of Bristol Walpole. ® Mr. Amis, Hector of Lainston, 

^ A Miss Moysey. Mr. Hervey Hampshire, where the marriage took 
afterwards denied that he intended place in 1744. 
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but Miss Ehubarb is as much above worldly decorum as the 
rest, and persists, though there is no more doubt of the 
marriage of Mr. Hervey and Miss Chudleigh than that of 
your father and mother. It is a cruel case upon his family, 
who can never acquiesce in the legitimacy of his children, 
if any come from this bigamy 

The French cannot keep pace with us. Madame du 
Barries presentation is still at a stand ; but the Jesuits still 
trust in her and the Due de la Vauguion, and flatter them¬ 
selves that this new idolatry will bring back King Solomon 
to his old gods. I was talking of this adventure the other 
day to old Mrs. Selwyn ’: she said, with all the wit of her 
son George, ‘ The French have often outwitted us; I hope 
now they will outfool us.’ You see that will not be an easy 
matter. My dear Sir, you ought to be recalled; indeed you 
are too much in your senses to represent us. Two nights 
ago, I was looking over some part of our coiTespondence, 
and I find that for seven-and-twenty years I have been 
sending you the annals of Bedlam. Apropos, the last tome 
that you returned to me ended November 13th, 1766. 
When you have an opportunity, a safe one, let me have the 
rest. Adieu! 

1249. To SiE Hoeaoe Mann. 

Arlington Street, March 23, 1769. 

Mobe tempests! Pray, Mr. Minister, keep up your dignity 
as well as you can; for I doubt that you will be a little 
laughed at. You are not now representing the conquerors 
of East and West. Your crest is fallen! Our campaigns 
do not extend beyond the confines of Middlesex. We will 

® This marriage did not take place. Queen of George II), and Woman of 
Walpole. the Bedchamber to that Queen. 

M ary Farringdon, mdow of John Walpole, 

Selwyn, Esq. (Treasurer to Caroline, 
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begin with the third election at Brentford. One Dingley 
was sent to oppose Wilkes, but took ]3anic and ran away, 
and nobody would propose liini. The next day he adver¬ 
tised that he had gone thither with all the resolution in the 
world, provided there had been no danger, and so Wilkes 
was chosen once more. The House again rejected him; 
but, lest the county should complain of not being repre¬ 
sented, another writ is issued; the court is to set up some¬ 
body, and a new egg is laid for riots and clamours. 

Oh, but this is not all. As one or two towns had sent 
instructions to their members, it was thought wise to 
procure loyal addresses, and one was obtained from Essex, 
which, being the great county for calves, produced nothing 
but ridicule. I foresaw, and said from the first moment, 
that there could not be a sillier step taken, as it would sow 
division in every county and great town in England, by 
splitting the inhabitants into instructors and addressers. 
Well! the aforesaid Mr. Dingley got an assembly of mer¬ 
chants, and carried an address ready drawn. It produced 
opposition and hubbub, and Mr. Dingley struck a lawyer in 
the face and beat out one of his teeth. The man knocked 
him down, drubbed him, and has put him in the Crown 
Office. This scheme defeated, an address was left at a public 
office to be signed by all that pleased, and yesterday was 
fixed for it to be presented at St. James's by six hundred 
merchants and others. This imposing cavalcade no sooner 
set forth than they were hissed and pelted; and when they 
came to Temple Bar they found an immense mob, who had 
shut the gates against them, and they were forced to make 
their escape by any streets and by-lanes that were not 
occupied. Not a third part reached St. James's, and they 
were overtaken by a prodigious concourse, attending a hearse 
drawn by four horses. On one side of the hearse hung 
a large escutcheon, representing the chairman at Brentford 
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killing Clarke; on the other, the Guards firing on the moh 
in St. George’s Fields and shooting Allen, with streams of 
blood running down. This procession drove to St. James’s 
Gate, where Grenadiers were fixed to prevent their entrance, 
and the gates towards the Park shut. Here the King, 
ministers, and foreign ministers were besieged till past four, 
though the Kiot Act was read, and Lord Talbot ^ came down, 
and seized one man, while the mob broke the Steward’s 
wand in his hand. It was near five before they could 
recover and present the address, which the mob had tried 
to seize; they had so pelted the chairman of the committee 
of merchants, that he was not fit to appear. The Dukes of 
Northumberland and Eungston were as ill treated. The 
latter, coming from Bedford House, had been taken for the 
Duke of Bedford, and had his new wedding-coach, favours, 
and liveries covered with mud. Fifteen men are taken up, 
but I don’t find anything can be proved against them. In 
short, never was a more disgraceful scene I Don’t wonder 
if I smile, who have seen more formidable mobs, and some¬ 
thing of a better head opposed to them. Many cry out 
^ Shame! ’—but half that cry out, I remember encouraging 
mobs, and for much worse ends than these poor infatuated 
people have in view. The minister^ of those days would 
not have seen such a procession arrive in St. James’s with¬ 
out having had intelligence of it, nor without being pre¬ 
pared for it. Those great and able persons, the Bedford 
faction, have conjured up this storm, and now are frightened 
out of their wits at it. All is perfectly quiet to-day, and the 
King has been at the House to pass the bill for the Duke of 
Grafton’s divorce. Luckily, Newmarket begins on Monday, 
during which holy season there is always a suspension of 
arms. 

Letter 1249. —William, first Earl of Talbot, Lord Steward. ITcdfjpola. 

2 Sir Bobert Walpole. Walpole. 
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Good Friday, 24th. 

Peace and cross-buns reign to-day. If no new ingenuity 
is stirred, the people, I don’t doubt, will give no mor^ 
disturbance. But if the Scotch, who cannot rest in patience 
without persecuting Wilkes, and who have neither knovm 
how to quiet or to quell him, prompt new violence, the 
nation will call out for Lord Chatham and Lord Temple, 
and the ministers will have leisure to repent the succession 
of blunders that they have committed. It is strange that 
men will not learn in every country that defensive measures 
are the only wise measures for an administration! For a 
little more power they risk what they possess, and never 
discover that the most absolute are those that reign in the 
hearts of the people. Were Cardinal Kichelieu, Cromwell, 
or Louis XI more despotic than Mr. Pitt at the end of the 
last reign ? And then he had the comfort of going to bed 
every night without the fear of being assassinated. What 
a blessed life does Count d’Oeyras^ pass, who is forced to 
lock up himself and all his power at the end of his palace, 
with guards in every room, and with every door barred and 
bolted! As superior power cannot bestow superior wisdom 
or strength, nor destroy the real equality between man and 
man, is not it wonderful that any man should stake character, 
life, and peace of mind, against the odious prerogative of 
being feared? Hated alive, and reviled dead, they risk 
everything for the silly satisfaction of turning voluntary into 
trembling sycophants. Every minister is sure of flatterers 
enough: no, those flatterers must be slaves. Charles I was 
not satisfied with the servile adulation of his bishops; the 
Presbyterian ministers must burn incense too. Jesus I that 
men should still imagine that to be hated is the way to 
happiness—but here am I preaching on general topics, when 
I have something else to say to you. 

® Prime Minister of Portngal. Walpole. 
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Your brother is very unhappy ; he had projected a match 
between his daughter and your sister Foote’s eldest son 
and it was thought that the young couple liked one another. 
It is certain at least that the poor girl was caught. All on 
a sudden your nephew grew cold, and at last has owned that 
he scruples marrying his cousin-german. As she is a lovely 
girl, and your brother had promised to give her twenty 
thousand pounds, and forty if her brother dies, who is 
delicate and has an ugly swelling on his throat, your 
brother thinks the scruple arises from pride and from her 
being a natural daughter. I own I have a little of the 
same suspicion, as the scruple is so ridiculous an one; and 
yet it is an honest young man, and full of scruples about 
his own profession of the law. I told your brother, that if 
the scruple is sincere, however ill-founded, it would be hard 
to punish a virtuous mind. Yet your brother resents this 
behaviour extremely. As your nephew Horace has only 
a daughter, and Lady Lucy miscarries frequently, your 
brother told me he had intended to give his estate after 
Horace, and on failure of his own son, whom he thinks he 
shall lose, to his daughter and young Foote. I did not ask 
what he meant by his estate, whether his own private fortune, 
or your father’s, which he may fancy in his power, though 
Mr, Chute and I are confident, from what Gal used to say, 
that the latter is entailed on you. Still if it is not, he could 
not think of giving it to Horace, without its passing through 
you. He looks so young and so well, that you need not be in 
haste to trouble yourself which he meant. Still I wish this 
match had taken place, as it would have kept you all together, 
and your brother from carrying his views out of the family. 
He may now be tempted to scrape all he can together, in 
order to match his daughter more highly. How idle are 


4 George Talbot Hatley Foote, 'wife of Francis Foote. The younger 
eldest son of Mann’s elder sister, Foote died unmarried in 1821. 
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distant views, and how eveiy day shows one the nothing¬ 
ness of them! Constant experience makes me such a philo¬ 
sopher, that I scarce care whether anything happens as I 
wish, or just the contrary; and the more so, as the contrary 
often proves as well as what I wished—There! there are 
moralities of all sorts for you I And yet not one of them 
would ever strike anybody that had not passed to them 
through the gate of experience. One can no more enjoy the 
fruits of another man’s experience than of another man’s 
land, without buying it. 

1250. To Q-rosvenoe Bedfoed. 

March 24, 17G9, 

If Mr. Palmer will not give in his accounts, I order 
Mr. Bedford to give in my accounts without them. I will 
connive at nothing, nor have any underhand dealings with 
Mr. Palmer or anybody else; but will have the business of 
my office done openly, fairly, and regularly, as it is my duty 
to do, and as I can justify to the Lords of the Treasury and 
to the public. 

PIoE. Walpole. 

1251. To Q-eoege Montagu. 

strawberry Hill, Sunday, March 26, 1769. 

I BEG your pardon; I promised to send you news, and 
I had quite forgot that we have had a rebellion—at least, the 
Duke of Bedford says so. Six or eight hxmdred merchants, 
English, Dutch, Jews, Gentiles, had been entreated to protect 
the Protestant succession, and consented. They set out on 
Wednesday noon in their coaches and chariots—chariots not 
armed with scyihes like our Gothic ancestors. At Temple 
Bar they met several regiments of foot, dreadfully armed 
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with mud, who discharged a sleet of dirt on the loyal troop. 
Minerva, who had forgotten her dreadful ^Egis, and who, in 
the shape of Mr. Boehm, carried the address, was forced to 
take shelter under a cloud in Isfando's coifee-house being 
more afraid of Buckhorse than ever Venus was of Biomed— 
in short, it was a dismal day; and if Lord Talbot had not 
recollected the Patriot feats of his youth and recommenced 
bruiser, I don’t know but the Duchess of Kingston ^ who 
has so long preserved her modesty, from hoth her husbands, 
might not have been ravished in the Drawing Boom. Peace 
is at present restored, and the rebellion adjourned to the 
thirteenth of April; when Wilkes and Colonel LuttreP are 
to fight a pitched battle at Brentford, the Philippi of 
Antoninus. Tityre, tu patulae recubam sub tegmine fagi, 
know nothing of these broils. You don’t convert your 
ploughshares into falchions, nor the mud of Adderbury 
into gunpowder. I tremble for my painted windows, and 
write talismans of Number 45 on every gate and postern 
of my castle. Mr. Hume is writing the Kevolutions of 
Middlesex, and a troop of barnacle geese are levied to 
defend the Capitol. These are melancholy times! Heaven 
send we do not laugh till we cry! 

London, Tuesday, 28th. 

Our ministers, like their Saxon ancestors, are gone to hold a 
Wittenagemot on horseback at Newmarket. Lord Chatham, 
we are told, is to come forth after the holidays and place 
himself at the head of the discontented. When I see it I 
shall believe it. 


Lxttibb 1251.—1 In Meet Street, 
s Elizaheth Chndleigh, Duchess 
of Kingston, married to the Duke 
on March 8,1769. 

8 Colonel Hon. Henry Lawes Lnt- 
treU (1743-1821), eldest son of first 
Baron Irnham, who was created 
Earl of Carhampton in 1786, and 


whom he sncceeded as second Earl 
in 1787. LnttreU was heaten at the 
election hy 1,143 votes to 296, but by 
a resolution of the House of Commons 
he was declared elected. At the time 
of the election and for some time 
afterwards he was in considerable 
danger from the anger of the mob. 
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Lord Frederick Campbell is, at last, to be married this 
evening to the Dowager Countess of Ferrers. The Duchess 
of Grafton is actually Countess of Ossory. This is a short 
gazette; but, consider, it is a time of truce. Adieu 1 

Yours ever, 

H. W. 


1252. To Thomas Ohatteeton^ 

Arlington Street, March 28, 1769. 

I cannot but think myself singularly obliged by a gentle¬ 
man with whom I have not the pleasure of being acquainted, 
when I read your very curious and kind letter, which I have 
this minute received. I give you a thousand thanks for it, 
and for the very obliging offer you make me, of communi¬ 
cating your MSS. to me. What you have already sent me 
is very valuable, and full of information ; but instead of 
correcting you. Sir, you are far more able to correct me. 
I have not the happiness of understanding the Saxon 
language, and without your learned notes should not have 
been able to comprehend Eowley’s text. 

As a second edition of my Anecdotes was published but 
last year, I must not flatter myself that a third will be 
wanted soon; but I shall be happy to lay up any notices 
you will be so good as to extract for me, and send me at 
your leisure; for, as it is uncertain when I may use them, 
I would by no means borrow and detain your MSS. 

Give me leave to ask you where Kowley’s poems are to be 

Letter 1252.— ^ Thomas Chatter- a very few lines that it had been 
ton (1762-1770) the poet, then sixteen found at Bristol with many other 
years old. He wrote to Horace Wal- old poems; and that the possessor 
pole in March 1769, nnder cover to could furnish me with accounts of 
Bathoe, Walpole’s bookseller. ‘ Ba<^ a series of great painters that had 
thoe . .. brought me a packet left flourished at Bristol.’ (See Letter to 
with him. It contained an Ode, tJieLditoroftheMisixllanmofThoTma 
or little poem of two or three stanzas (Jhattertoni Works of Lord Orford, 
in altermte rkyme^ on the death of vol. iv. p. 220.) 

Eichard the 1st, and I was told in 
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found ? I should not be sorry to print them; or at least, 
a specimen of them, if they have never been printed. 

The Abbot John’s verses that you have given me, are 
wonderful for their harmony and spirit, though there 
are some words I do not understand. 

You do not point out exactly the time when he lived, 
which I wish to know, as I suppose it was long before 
John Ab Eyck’s discovery of oil-pamting. If so, it confirms 
what I had guessed, and have hinted in my Anecdotes^ that 
oil-painting was known here much earlier than that dis¬ 
covery or revival. 

I will not trouble you with more questions now. Sir, but 
flatter myself from the humanity and politeness you have 
already shown me, that you will sometimes give me leave 
to consult you. I hope, too, you will forgive the simplicity 
of my direction, as you have favoured me with no other. 

I am, Sir, 

Your much obliged 

and obedient humble Servant, 
Hob. Walpole ^ 

RS. Be so good as to direct to Mr. Walpole in Arlington 
Street. 


1253. To THE Eev. William Masoh. 

Dear Sir, Arlington Street, April 5, 1769. 

I have read carefully and with great pleasure your two 
comedies, and will tell you sincerely my opinion of them. 


2 The following note, dated Berke¬ 
ley Square, March 16,1792, is printed 
in Works of Lord Orford (vol. iv. p. 
239):—‘ A letter from me to Chatter- 
ton, dated March 28, 1769, appeared 
in iho European Magazim for the past 
month of Eebruaiy. I believe it is 
a genuine one, and the first which 


I wrote to him on his first application 
to me: though, not having seen the 
original now, nor since it was writ¬ 
ten, nor having kept any copy of it, 
I cannot at the distance of so many 
years say more than that I do believe 
it was genuine.* 
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The grave one pleases me the most, and made me shed 
tears. I think it wants very little improvement: none in 
the conduct, if any rather more comic, which you have 
confined too much to Flora and the footman. One point 
I think wants correction, which is Lucinda^s neglect of 
inquiring after her father till the moment she is ready to 
depart. The greatest objection I believe could be made, is, 
that the story, at least the situations, have too much resem¬ 
blance to The Conscious Lovers \ When I have spoken so 
frankly, I trust you will believe me too, when I assure 
you I think it an excellent comedy, and can see no objection 
you could have to letting it be acted, concealing the author, 
which I could not advise, after what I have said on that 
subject. So far from agreeing with Mr. Gray, I like the 
bastardy, and would have the governor, consistently with 
the good sense of his character, say more against the cruel 
prejudice that falls on the innocent instead of the guilty. 
I will not flatter you more about the other piece, the 
indelicacy of Lady Pitzharold’s character I think too strong; 
and do not approve Lady Betty’s being so easily drawn, 
contrary to the pride of her ideas, which you make her 
characteristic, into love for the supposed valet de chambre* 
His part pleases me extremely, is new and would have great 
effect upon the stage; there are many scenes very well 
worked up; but the play would want softening in the 
respects I have mentioned. Still I own the other is my 
favourite: it requires very little alteration, might easily be 
improved, and I am sure would please universally. If you 
concealed your name, I can conceive no objection to your 
letting it be acted, which I should very much wish to see.— 
I give you a thousand thanks for trusting them to me, and 
for the sight of the drawing, which lost nothing by my being 
prepared for it; besides the humour which is admirable, it 
Letter 1263.—^ A comedy by Steele. 
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is excellent as a drawing. I enclose a short advertisement 
for Mr. Hoyland’s ® poems. I mean by it to tempt people 
to a little more charity, and to soften to him, as much as 
I can, the humiliation of its being asked for him; if you 
approve it, it shall be prefixed to the edition. 

Forgive the freedoms I have taken with you. Sir; I should 
not, but from esteem, and from believing you above being 
offended with them. I shall see you, I flatter myself, before 
you go out of town. 

Your most obedient 

Hoe. Walpole. 

1254. To De. Eobeetsoit. 


[April 1769.] 

Give me leave, Sir, without flattery, to observe to yourself, 
what is very natural to say to others. You are almost the 
single, certainly the greatest instance, that sound parts and 
judgement can attain every perfection of a writer, though it 
be buried in the privacy of retired life and deep study. You 
have neither the prejudices of a recluse, nor want any of the 
taste of a man of the world. Nor is this polished ease 
confined to your works, which parts and imitation might 
possibly seize. In the few hours I passed with you last 
summer I was struck with your familiar acquaintance with 
man, and with every topic of conversation. Of your Scottish 
History I have often said, that it seemed to me to have been 
written by an able ambassador, who had seen much of 
affairs. I do not expect to find less of that penetration in 
your Charles \ Why should I not say thus much to you ? 
Why should the language of flattery forbid truth to speak its 


2 Eev. Francis Hoyland, a friend Letter 1264. — i Eobertson’s re¬ 
ef Mason. His Poems were printed cently published 
at Strawberry Hill'in 1769. ofth& Pmperor Charles V, 
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mind, merely because flattery has stolen truth’s expressions ? 
Why should you be deprived of the satisfaction of hearing 
the impression your merit has made? You have sense 
enough to be conscious that you deserve what I have said j 
and though modesty will forbid you to subscribe to it, 
justice to me and to my character, which was never that 
of a flatterer, will oblige you silently to feel, that I can 
have no motive but that of paying homage to superior 
abilities. 


1255. So Sir Horace Manist. 

Arlington Street, April 14, 1769. 

Yesterday, the day of expectation, is over: I mean the 
election at Brentford, for I must recollect that you have not 
been thinking of nothing else for a fortnight, as we have. 
It ended bloodless, both sides having agreed to keep the 
peace; chance ratified that compromise. Take notice, I 
engage no farther than for what is past. Wilkes triumphed, 
as usual, having a majority of between eight and nine 
hundred. The court candidate^, who had offered himself 
for the service, and who was as imprudently accepted, 
gave no proofs of the determined valour that he had 
promised. His friends exerted themselves as little; and 
though he was to have been convoyed by a squadron of 
many gentlemen, his troop did not muster above twenty, 
assembled in his father’s garden, broke down the wall that 
they might steal a march, and yet were repulsed at Hyde 
Park Corner, where the commander lost his hat, and in 
self-defence rode over a foot-passenger. He polled under 
three hundred, and owed his safety to Wilkes’s friends. 
This defeat the House of Commons are at this moment 
repairing—I believe I may add, by widening the breach; 

Letter 1256.—^ Colonel Luttrel, eldest son of Lord Imham. Walpole, 
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for, as they intend to reject Wilkes and accept Luttrel, they 
will probably make the county quite mad. In short, they 
have done nothing but flounder from one blunder into 
another, and, by an impartial mixture of rashness and 
timidity, have brought matters to a pass, which I fear 
will require at last very sharp methods to decide one way 
or other. We have no heads but wrong ones; and wrong 
heads on both sides have not the happy attribute of two 
negatives in making an affirmative. Instead of annihilating 
Wilkes by buying or neglecting him, his enemies have 
pushed the court on a series of measures that have made 
him excessively important; and now every step they take 
must serve to increase his faction, and make themselves 
more unpopular. The clouds all around them are many 
and big, and will burst as fast as they try violent methods. 
I tremble at the prospect, and suffer to see the abyss into 
which we are falling, and the height from whence we have 
fallen I We were tired of being in a situation to give the 
law to Europe, and now cannot give it with safety to the 
mob—for giving it, when they are not disposed to receive it, 
is of all experiments the most dangerous; and whatever 
may be the consequence in the end, seldom fails to fall on 
the heads of those who undertake it. I have said it to you 
more than once ; it is amazing to me that men do not prefer 
the safe, amiable, and honourable method of governing the 
people as they like to be governed, to the invidious and 
restless task of governing them contrary to their inclinations. 
If princes or ministers considered, that despair makes men 
fearless, instead of making them cowards, surely they 
would abandon such fruitless policy. It requires ages of 
oppression, barbarism, and ignorance, to sink mankind into 
pusillanimous submission; and it requires a climate too 
that softens and enervates. I do not think we are going 
to try the experiment; but as I am sorry the people give 
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provocation, so I am grieved to see that provocation too 
warmly resented, because men forget from whence they set 
out, and mutual injuries beget new principles, and open to 
wider views than either party had at first any notion of. 
Charles I would have been more despotic, if he had defeated 
the republicans, than he would have dreamed of being 
before the Civil War ; and Colonel Cromwell certainly never 
thought of becoming Protector, when he raised his regiment. 
The King lost his head, and the Colonel his rest; and we 
were so fortunate, after a deluge of blood, as to relapse into 
a little better condition than we had been before the contest; 
but if the son of either had been an active rogue, we might 
have lost our liberties for some time, and not recovered 
them without a much longer struggle. 

1 must now desire a favour of you. The Contessa Eena ^ 
is returned to Florence, and we hear has even been received 
at court, yet she is not satisfied without the countenance del 
Signor Ministro d’Inghilterra. As an Austrian court has not 
been squeamish, I think you need not be so: nay, I don’t 
suspect you. Besides, as our representative, you may plead 
the precedent of her G-race of Kingston. But, without a joke, 
it will oblige me and two of my friends \ if you will take 
notice of her and show her civilities. She is a good- 
humoured inoffensive creature; I knew her myself; she 
has been at Strawberry, and lain there; en tout l)ien et 
honneur, s’entend-, and it will oblige the above persons 
extremely, if she writes word, that Monsu Menn has distin¬ 
guished her at my request. I would not ask this, if I 
thought it would put you under any difficulties: nor do 
I mean that you should neglect the emperor^ for her. 

2 ^ Florentine who had long been the Earl of March, and occasionally 
in England; had originally been of others, Walpole. 

mistress (at Florence, where she was ^ Probably Q-eorge Selwyn and 
wife of a wine merchant) of Lord Lord March. 

Pembroke, and afterwards here, of ^ Joseph II, then in Italy. 
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Methinks, without stirring out of the street de’ Santi 
Apostoli you have got acquainted with as many sovereigns as 
old Peterborough®, that bragged of having seen more kings and 
postilions than any man in Europe. I delight in the mock 
election of a Pope made to amuse Caesar- How the Capitol 
must blush at such a Caesar, and such an entertainment 1 

Luckily, I think the Capitol will see Kttle more than 
mock elections. 

Otranto \ I must tell you, is in the kingdom of Naples, 
not in Sicily. You will see by this paragraph that I have 
received a certain letter ® from you, to which I do not care 
to say more by the post. Wherever Otranto is, I am glad 
I had no letter from thence. 

Madame du Barri will certainly be presented yet. Whether 
she will be able to save Corsica, I don’t know. Such nymphs 
are seldom bom for the good of any country. Cannot you 
whisper Caesar, that it would be as diverting to rescue Paoli, 
as to see a parcel of old fools acting the Holy Ghost, and 
showing him how it selects from a corporation of super¬ 
annuated dotards the most decrepit amongst them to 
represent the Almighty? My dear Sir, it would be worthy 
of you to shuffle your two or three great and little princes 
together, and form a league that for once might have the 
good of mankind for its object. Adieu! 

1256. To Gteouge Montagu. 

Arlington Street, April 15, 1769. 

I SHOULD be very sorry to believe half your distempers. 
I am heartily grieved for the vacancy that has happened in 

5 In whicli Sir Horace Mann lived Otranto. Walpole. 
at Florence. Walpole. ® Lord Bute, when at Florence, 

« Charles Mordannt, the famons had talked to Sir Horace Ma^ 
Earl. Walpole. (probably to please him) of writing 

7 Mr. Walpole had written the to Mr. Walpole from Otranto. WaU 
Gothic story called The Castle of pole. 
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your moutli thougli you describe it so comically. As the 
only physic I believe in is prevention, you shall let me 
prescribe to you. Use a little bit of alum twice or thrice in 
a week, no bigger than half your nail, till it has all dissolved 
in your mouth, and been spit out. This has fortified my 
teeth, that they are as strong as the pen of Junius®. I 
learned it of Mrs. Grosvenor, who had not a speck in her 
teeth to her death. For your other complaints, I revert to 
my old sermon, temperance. If you will live in a hermitage, 
methinks it is no great addition to live like a hermit. Look 
in Sadeler’s prints, they had beards down to their girdles; 
and with all their impatience to be in heaven, their roots 
and water kept them for a century from their wishes. 
I have lived all my life like an anchoret in London, and 
within ten miles, shed my skin after the gout, and am as 
lively as an eel in a week after. Mr. Chute, who has drunk 
no more wine than a fish, grows better every year. He has 
escaped this winter with only a little pain in one hand. 
Consider that the physicians recommend wine, and then 
can you doubt of its being poison? Medicines may cure 
a few acute distempers, but how should they mend a broken 
constitution? they would as soon mend a broken leg. 
Abstinence and time may repair it, nothing else can; for 
when time has been employed to spoil the blood, it cannot 
be purified in a moment. 

Wilkes, who has been chosen member of Parliament 
almost as often as Marius was consul, was again re-elected 
on Thursday. The House of Commons, who are as obstinate 
as the county, have again rejected him. To-day they are 
to instate Colonel Luttrel in his place. What is to follow 
I caimot say, but I doubt grievous commotions. Both sides 

Letter 1266.—Montagu liad lost ‘Junius’ appeared in the Public 
a front tooth. Advertiser of Jan. 21, 1769. 

2 Tlie first of the letters signed 
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seem so warm, that it will be difficult for either to be in the 
right. This is not a merry subject, and therefore I will 
have done with it. If it comes to blows, I intend to be as 
neutral as the gentleman that was going out with his hounds 
the morning of Edgehill. I have seen too much of parties 
to list with any of them. 

You promised to return to town, but now say nothing of 
it. You had better come before a passport is necessary. 
Adieu! 

Yours ever, 

H. W. 


1257. To Geoege Montagu, 

Arlington Street, May 11, 1769. 

You are so wayward, that I often resolve to give you up 
to your humours. Then something happens with which 
I can divert you, and my good nature returns. Did not you 
Say you should return to London long before this time? 
At least, could you not tell me you had changed your 
mind? why am I to pick it out from your absence and 
silence, as Dr. Warburton found a future state in Moses’s 
saying nothing of the matter? I could go on with a 
chapter of severe interrogatories; but I think it more 
cruel to treat you as a hopeless reprobate—yes, you are 
graceless, and as I have a respect for my own scolding, 
I shall not throw it away upon you. 

Strawberry has been in great glory—I have given a festino 
there that will almost moi*tgage it. Last Tuesday all France 
dined there: Monsieur and Madame du Ch^telet, the Due de 
Liancour, three more French ladies whose names you will 

Letter 1267. — ^ Mesdames de married, in 1787, as Ms second wife, 
VOlegagnon, de la Vanpalifere? and Hon. Thomas Wj^pole, Horace Wal- 
de Damas. Mme. de ViHegagnon pole’s first cousin, second son of 
was the sister of M. Frances, French first Baron Walpole of Wolterton. 
Chargd d’Affaires in London. She 


WALPOLE. Vll 


T 
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find in the enclosed paper*, eight other Frenchmen, the 
Spanish and Portuguese ministers, the Holdernesses, Pitz- 
roys, in short we were four-and-twenty. They arrived at 
two. At the gates of the castle I received them, dressed 
in the cravat of Gibbons’s carving, and a pair of gloves 
embroidered up to the elbows that had belonged to James I. 
The French servants stared, and firmly believed this was 
the dress of English country gentlemen. After taking 
a survey of the apartments, we went to the printing-house, 
where I had prepared the enclosed verses, with translations 
by Monsieur de Lisle one of the company. The moment 
they were printed off, I gave a private signal, and French 
horns and clarionets accompanied the compliment. We 
then went to see Pope’s grotto and garden, and returned 
to a magnificent dinner in the refectory. In the evening 
we walked, had tea, coffee, and lemonade in the gallery, 
which was illuminated with a thousand, or thirty candles, 
I forget which, and played at whisk and loo till midnight. 
Then there was a cold supper, and at one the company 
returned to town, saluted by fifty nightingales, who, as 
tenants of the manor, came to do honour to their lord. 

1 cannot say last night was equally agreeable. There was 
what they called a ridotto al fresco at Yauxhall, for which 
one paid half a guinea, though, except some thousand more 
lamps and a covered passage all round the garden, which 
took off from the gardenhood, there was nothing better 
than on a common night. Mr. Conway and I set out from 
his house at eight o’clock—the tide and torrent of coaches 
was so prodigious, that it was half an hour after nine 
before we got halfway from Westminster Bridge. We 
then alighted, and after scrambling under bellies of horses, 

2 These verses do not appear in ^ The Chevalier de Lille, an officer 

the MS. They are printed in Ann, of dragoons, and a writer of v&rs de 
Reg. 1771, pp. 2B8—9, 80 cUt 6 . 
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through wheels, and over posts and rails, we reached the 
gardens, where were already many thousand persons. 
Nothing diverted me but a man in a Turk’s dress and 
two nymphs in masquerade without masks, who sailed 
amongst the company, and, which was surprising, seemed 
to surprise nobody. It had been given out that people 
were desired to come in fancied dresses without masks. 
We walked twice round and were rejoiced to come away, 
though with the same difficulties as at our entrance; for 
we found three strings of coaches all along the road, who 
did not move half a foot in half an hour. There is to he 
a rival mob in the same way at Eanelagh to-morrow; for 
the greater the folly and imposition the greater is the crowd. 
I have suspended th.Q^ vestimenta that were torn off my 
back to the god of repentance, and shall stay away. Adieu! 
I have not a word more to say to you. 

Yours, &c., 

H. W. 

P.S. I hope you will not regret paying a shilling for 
this packet. 


1258. To Sir Horace Mann. 

Arlington Street, May 11, 1769. 

You know my exactitude, and therefore will have justly 
concluded from my silence that nothing material has 
happened since I wrote last. 

The election of Colonel Luttrell, though it has given 
much offence, produced none of the disturbances that were 
expected. The supporters of the Bill of Eights^ have, on 
the contrary, adopted a much more decent system; not with 

Lettse 1268.—‘ The Society for supporting the Bill of Rights/ a political 
association formed in 1769. 
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the approbation of Wilkes, whose existence depending on 
heats and riots, has made him afraid of being dropped, and 
of seeing any grievances in question, except his own. The 
supporters, or London Tavern, as they are called from the 
place of their meeting, determined on a petition to the King, 
in which they have enumerated all the matters of complaint 
from the beginning of this reign. This has lain to be 
signed, and has been prodigiously signed by the freeholders 
of Middlesex for these three weeks; and it was expected 
would be presented a week ago. What has prevented it, 
I don’t know; probably the sitting of the Parliament, 
which was to have risen last Tuesday was se’nnight; but on 
the preceding Saturday fifteen of Wilkes’s friends petitioned 
against LuttrelL The House could not refuse to hear them; 
last Monday was appointed, when, after a debate that lasted 
till near three in the morning, Luttrell was confirmed by 
two hundred and twenty-one to one hundred and fifty-two. 
Sixty-nine was no shining majority. The next day George 
Grenville dined at a tavern with Lord Kockingham’s friends, 
and this union will no doubt last—till next session. On 
Tuesday the Houses were prorogued ; but as the King went 
to put an end to the session, the behaviour of the people 
was as offensive as it could be, without an actual tumult. 

Lord Chatham, as I foretold, has, you find, not appeared. 
His friends still talk of his coming to town; I see not to 
what end now. 

Well! Madame du Barri has been suddenly presented, 
when nobody thought of it. The King returning from 
Choisi, found the Due de Kichelieu reading a letter, who 
said, ‘Sire, the Comtesse du Barri desires to have the 
honour of being presented to your Majesty.’—‘With all my 
heart,’ replied Solomon ; ‘ when she will; to-morrow, if she 
likes it.’ Presented she was accordingly, and at night gave 
a great supper ; to which were invited Richelieu and all the 
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Due de Choiseul’s enemies. Eichelieu, engaged in this plot 
with the King, looks very unfavourable for the minister. 
Everybody is now presented to her, and she has been 
publicly at Marly. The Mesdames scratched M. de Beau- 
villiers out of the list for that party on his being presented. 
But I should think such affronts would only render the 
mistress more eager to establish herself. I grieve that if 
the change should arrive, it will not be in time to save 
Paoli. 

The Kussians have begun with vivacity and seized Asoph; 
still the Empress makes me a Turk in my heart. Don’t 
you love the Chinese ? Czernichew, her sumptuous minister 
here, was named for the embassy to China, but the Emperor 
said he would not receive an ambassador from a murderess. 
How often what we call barbarians make Europe blush! 

Oh, I forgot to tell you that the Comte du Barri, who 
has been acknowledged by Lord Barrymore \ insists on 
calling himself by that title. He was reported to be dead. 
The Due de Chartres * said, ^ C’est pour nous prouver qu’il 
est v6ritablement Comte du BarrymortJ I think the summer 
will be tolerably quiet here. Everybody is going to make 
hay and keep sheep, except the light troops that will 
skirmish in the newspapers. You, I hope, have got rid 
of your Emperors, and will have a little quiet too. When 
do your old folks at Kome intend to choose the last Pope ? 
Does the Emperor design to dethrone St. Peter and restore 
Julius Csesar? Or will Madame du Barri fatten up the 
Holy Ghost again only because M. de Choiseul had clipped 
its wings ? Adieu ! 

2 As a relation. Walpole .—^Eicliard 1793), Due de Chartres, son of the 
Barry (1746-1773), sixth Earl of Due d’Orl6ans, whom he sneceeded 
Barrymore. in 1785. He was guillotined. 

* Louis Philippe Joseph (1747- 
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1259 . To THE Eev. William Mason. 

Deab Sik, Arlington Street, May 11, 1769. 

I am more pleased than surprised at your kindness, and 
the hurry with which I answer your letter will, I hope, in 
some measure express my gratitude. I thank you for 
myself, not for my play^. I care little about the latter, 
in comparison of the satisfaction I receive from your friend¬ 
ship. I cannot think the play deserved the pains you have 
bestowed on it, but I am very willing to flatter myself that 
you felt some kindness for the author: and I doubt I am 
one of those selfish parents that love themselves better than 
their offspring. 

I cannot think of the stage—I believe from pride—and 
I am weary of printing and publishing—I suppose from 
vanity, at least I am sure I have no better reasons for not 
making all possible use of your alterations, with which I am 
so much pleased that I shall correct my own copy by them. 
I am astonished to see with how few lines you have been 
able totally to change the canvas of a whole play, a play 
totally defective in the plan, and I believe not much better 
in the conduct, which you would not exert your judgement, 
or rather your chemistry, to prove; for I must repeat how 
surprised I am at the solution you have made with so little 
trouble. I own too my own want of judgement: I believe 
I was so pleased with what ought to have prevented my 
attempting the subject, which was the singularity of it. 
Unfrequent crimes are as little the business of tragedy, as 
singular characters are of comedy; it is inviting the town 
to correct a single person. You see. Sir, I am far from 
being incorrigible; on the contrary, I am willing to be 
corrected; but as Mr. Grray could teU you, I cannot correct 
Lkttkr 1269.—1 TJie Mysterious Mother* 
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myself. I write I neither know how nor why, and always 
make worse what I try to amend. I have begged him 
a thousand times to no purpose to correct trifles I have 
written, and which I really could not improve myself. 
I am not so unreasonable or so imprudent as to ask the 
same favour of you, Sir; but I accept with great thankful¬ 
ness what you have voluntarily been so good as to do for 
me; and should Tlie Mysterious Mother ever be performed? 
when I am dead, it will owe to you its presentation. 

When I see Mr. Stonhewer, I will know if he would 
choose another edition of poor Mr. Hoyland’s Poems, I 
doubt not, as when he sent for the last twenty, he said he 
believed he could get off them. I gladly adopt your correc¬ 
tions, but I cannot father your own goodness. It is to you, 
Sir, Mr. Hoyland owes everything. 

Dodsley has published a dozen letters of Pope to Mrs. 
Blount; they are evidently real love-letters—and yet they 
are stiff and unnatural, though he affects negligence in 
them. 

I forgot to reprove you for calling me a poet, I wish 
I had any pretensions to that title. It is true I early 
wished to be one, but soon found I was not; my prose was 
like speeches of the members of the House of Commons, 
who try to talk themselves into titles to which they were 
not born; you, Sir, who found your patent in your cradle, 
call me My Lord, as English peers condescend to give their 
own appellation to the peers of Ireland, though conscious 
that the latter are only commoners : for my part I give up 
all pretensions but to your esteem, with which you have 
flattered me, and which I beg you to continue by marks of 
friendship to, dear Sir, 

Your much obliged and humble servant, 

Hob. Walpole, 



280 


To Sir Horace Mann 


[l769 


1260. To SiE Horace Mann. 

Strawberry Hill, May 25, 1769. 

Though it is incredible how little I have to say, I cannot 
refuse writing as you desired, to tell you that I have received 
your letter relating to the affairs of your family. It has 
given me entire satisfaction. There can be no doubt from 
the account of both your brothers of the estate being entailed 
on you. I fancy what we have heard lately was only an air 
of importance, and of which it is better to take no notice ; 
especially as the contest can never happen with the person 
who assumed those airs. This is all it is necessary to say. 

Everything here is perfectly calm; Wilkes so much 
forgotten, that he seems to have forgot himself. The 
Middlesex petition was at last presented yesterday, but 
as decently and respectfully as if it had come from Scotland. 
Opposition, I think, must set out upon some new fund, for 
even they themselves seem tired of the old. 

The Duke of Grafton has already chosen a new wife, and 
is going to marry Miss Wrottesley \ a niece of the Duchess 
of Bedford. She is not handsome, but is quiet and reason¬ 
able, and has a very amiable character. 

As I told you in my last, we shall be happy enough to be 
able to divert ourselves with foreign news, Turks, Pope, or 
Paon. It is generally thought here that the last will be 
able to hold out, from the inaccessible fastnesses of his 
island, and from the almost impossibility that the French 
will have of supplying themselves with provisions; and 
that even if they should succeed, the expense will pass all 
bounds. I think the Due de Choiseul not at all likely to 
live long enough in his ministerial capacity to see that 
conquest achieved. His successor, whoever it shall be, will 

Letter 1260.—^^Elizabeth. (d, 1822), Duke was divorced from his first 
second daughter of Bev. Sir Richard wife in March 1769. 

Wrottesley, seventh Baronet. The 
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scarce compliment him with finishing his work at so dear 
and burdensome a rate. 

So the Countess® is coming over, and the Countess is 
going back again ! Why that is all that one has to say on 
her coming and going. I do not know whether she and her 
son will meet, but neither can meet with anybody less worth 
meeting. 

Everybody is going into the country to recruit themselves 
with health, or money, or wit, or faction. This has been 
an expensive winter in all those articles. London is such 
a drain, that we seem annihilated in summer: at least the 
activity and events from the beginning of November to 
the beginning of June are so out of proportion to the other 
five months, that we are not the same nation in the one 
half-year and the other. Paris itself, compared to London, 
appeared to me a mere country town, where they live upon 
one piece of news for a month. When I lived in the 
country (which was but the three last summers of my 
father’s life, for I don’t call this place so), I used to be 
tired to death of the convemation on the price of oats and 
barley, and those topics that people talk about and about 
by their almanack, and which never do, and which never 
have occasion to come to a conclusion. I have been so used 
to think to a point, that the common conversation of the 
world about common things is insupportable to me; and to 
say the truth, I know less of the common affairs of the 
world than if I had lived all my days in a college. Elections, 
justice business, prices of commodities, and all matters of 
detail are Hebrew to me. Men that know every circum¬ 
stance, and women that never know any, are equally good 
company to me. I had as willingly hear a story where 
everything is confounded, as where everything is detailed; 
the event of everything seeming to me all that is worth 
2 Lady Oxford.— WaZpole, 
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knowing; and then I want something new. As I have 
nothing new, I may as well finish my letter. Adieu! 


1261. To THE Eev. William Cole. 

Arlington Street, May 27, 1769. 

I HAVE not heard from you this century, nor knew where 
you had fixed your staff. Mr. Gray tells me you are still at 
Waterbeach. Mr. Granger has published his Catalogue of 
Prints and Lives down to the Eevolution, and, as the work 
sells well, I believe, nay, do not doubt but we shall have 
the rest. There are a few copies printed but on one side of 
the leaf. As I know you love scribbling in such books as 
well as I do, I beg you will give me leave to make you 
a present of one set. I shall send it in about a week to 
Mr. Gray, and have desired him, as soon as he has turned 
it over, to convey it to you. I have found a few mistakes, 
and you will find more. To my mortification, though 
I have four thousand heads, I find, upon a rough calcula¬ 
tion, that I still shall want three or four hundred. 

Pray, give me some account of yourself, how you do, and 
whether you are fixed ? I thought you rather inclined to 
Ely. Are we never to have the history of that cathedral ? 
I wish you would tell me that you have any thoughts of 
coming this way; or that you would make me a visit this 
summer. I shall be little from home this summer till 
August, when I think of going to Paris for six weeks. 

To be sure you have seen the History of British Topo¬ 
graphy \ which was published this winter, and it is a 
delightful book in our way. Adieu I dear Sir. 

Yours ever, 

H. Walpole. 

Letter 1261.—i Anecdotes of British Topography^ by Bicbard Gough (1736- 
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1262. To THE Ret. William Oole. 

Dear Sir, Strawberry Hill, June 14, 1769. 

Among many agreeable passages in your last, there is 
nothing I like so well as the hope you give me of seeing 
you here in July. I will return that visit immediately— 
don’t be afraid, I do not mean to incommode you at 
Waterbeach, but, if you will come, I promise I will 
accompany you back as far as Cambridge; nay, carry 
you on to Ely, for thither I am bound. The Bishops 
has sent a Dr. Nichols to me, to desire I would assist 
him in a plan for the east window of his cathedral, which 
he intends to 'benefactorate with painted glass. The window 
is the most untractable of all Saxon uncouthnesses; nor 
can I conceive what to do with it, but by taking off the 
bottoms for arms and mosaic, splitting the OrucijSxion into 
three compartments, and filling the five lights at top with 
prophets, saints, martyrs, or such like, after shortening the 
windows like the great ones. This I shall propose; how¬ 
ever, I choose to see the spot myself, as it will be a proper 
attention to the Bishop after his civility; and I really 
would give the best advice I could. The Bishop, like 
Alexander VIII, feels that the clock has struck half an 
hour past eleven, and is impatient to be let depart in 
peace after his eyes shall have seen his vitrification; at 
least, he is impatient to give his eyes that treat—and yet 
it will be a pity to precipitate the work. If you can come 
to me first, I shall be happy; if not, I must come to you, 
that is, will meet you at Cambridge. Let me know your 
mind, for I would not press you unseasonably. I am 
enough obliged to you already, though, by mistake, you 
think it is you that are obliged to me. I do not mean to 

Letter 1262.—Matthias Mawson, Bishop of Ely; d. 1770. 
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plunder you of any more prints; but shall employ a little 
collector to get me all that are getdble; the rest, the greatest 
collectors of us all must want. 

1 am very sorry for the fever you have had; but, 
Goodman Erog, if you will live in the fens, do you expect 
to be as healthy as if you were a fat Dominican at Naples? 
You and your MSS. will all grow mouldy. When our 
climate is subject to no sign but Aquarius and Pisces, 
would one choose the dampest county under the heavens ? 
I do not expect to persuade you, and so I will say no more. 
I wish you joy of the treasure you have discovered. Six 
Saxon bishops and a Duke of Northumberland^! You have 
had fine sport this season. Thank you much for wishing 
to see my name on a plate in the History—but, seriously, 
I have no such vanity. I did my utmost to dissuade 
Mr. Granger from the Dedication ^ and took especial pains 
to get my virtues left out of the question, till I found he 
would be quite hurt if I did not let him express his 
gratitude, as he called it; so to satisfy him, I was forced 
to accept of his present, for I doubt I have few virtues but 
what he has presented me withand in a dedication, you 
know one is permitted to have as many as the author can 
afford to bestow. I really have another objection to the 
plate, which is, the ten guineas. I have so many drafts on 
my extravagance for trifles that I like better than vanity, 
that I should not care to be at that expense. But I should 
think either the Duke or Duchess of Northumberland would 
rejoice at such opportunity of buying incense—and I will 
tell you what you shall do. Write to Mr. Percy, and vaunt 
the discovery of Duke Brythnoth’s bones, and ask him to 
move their Graces to contribute a plate. They could not be 

2 Their remains were discovered s Granger’s Biographical History 
by Cole during some alterations in was dedicated to Horace Walpole. 
Ely Cathedral. 
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so unnatural as to refuse—especially if the Duchess knew 
the size of his thigh-bone. 

I was very happy to show civilities to yonr friends, and 
should have asked them to stay and dine, but unluckily 
expected other company. Dr. Ewin^ seems a very good 
sort of man, and Mr. Eawlinson a very agreeable one. 
Pray do not think it was any trouble to me to pay respect 
to your recommendation. 

I have been eagerly reading Mr. Shenstone’s® Letters, 
which, though containing nothing but trifles, amused me 
extremely, as they mention so many persons I know, 
particularly myself. I found there, what I did not know, 
and what I believe Mr. Gray himself never knew, that his 
Ode on my cat was written to ridicule Lord Lyttelton’s 
Monody. It is just as true, as that the latter will survive, 
and the former be forgotten. There is another anecdote 
equally vulgar, and void of truth: that my father, sitting 
in George's Coffee-House (I suppose Mr. Shenstone thought 
that, after he quitted his place, he went to coffee-houses to 
learn news), was asked to contribute to a figure of himself 
that was to be beheaded by the mob. I do remember 
something like it, but it happened to myself. I met a mob, 
just after my father was out, in Hanover Square, and drove 
up to it to know what was the matter. They were carrying 
about a figure of my sister. This probably gave rise to the 
other story. That on my uncle I never heard, but it is 
a good story, and not at all improbable. I felt great pity 
on reading these letters for the narrow circumstances of the 
author, and the passion for fame that he was tormented 
with; and yet he had much more fame than his talents 
intituled him to. Poor man! he wanted to have all the 
world talk of him for the pretty place ® he had made, and 

* William Howell Ewin (d. 1804), ® William Shenstone (1714-1763). 

a notorious usurer. ® The Leasowea 
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which he seems to have made only that it might be talked 
of. The first time a company came to see my house, I felt 
his joy. I am now so tired of it, that I shudder when the 
bell rings at the gate. It is as bad as keeping an inn, and 
I am often tempted to deny its being shown, if it would not 
be ill-natured to those that come, and to my housekeeper. 
I own, I was one day too cross. I had been plagued all the 
week with staring crowds. At last it rained a deluge. 
^ Well! ’ said I, ^ at least nobody will come to-day.’ The 
words were scarce uttered, before the bell rang, a company 
desired to see the house—I replied, ^ Tell them they cannot 
possibly see the house, but they are very welcome to walk 
in the garden.’ 

Observe; nothing above alludes to Dr. Ewin and 
Mr. Eawlinson; I was not only much pleased with them, 
but quite glad to show them how entirely you command 
my house, and your most sincere friend and servant 

Hok. Walpole. 

1263. To Sib Hoeace Mann. 

strawberry Hill, Juno 14, 1769, 

I THANK you for the history of the Pope^ and his 
genealogy, or, rather, for what is to be his genealogy; 
for I suppose all those tailors and coachmen his relations 
will now found noble families. They may enrich their 
blood with the remaining spoils of the Jesuits, unless, 
which would not surprise me, his new Holiness should 
now veer about, and endeavour to save the order; for 
I think the Church full as likely to fall by sacrificing its 
janissaries, as by any attacks that can be made upon it. 
Deme unum^ deme etiam wymrn. 

If I care little about your Koman politics, I am not so 

Letter 1263.—Clement XTV, recently elected. 
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indifferent about your Corsican^. Poor brave Paoli!—but 
he is not disgraced! We, that have sat still and seen 
him overwhelmed, must answer it to history. Nay, the 
Mediterranean will taunt us in the very next war. Choiseul 
triumphs over us and Madame du Barri: her star seems to 
have lost its influence. I do not know what another lady ® 
will say to Choiseul on the late behaviour of his friend, the 
Ambassador, here. As the adventure will make a chapter 
in the new edition of Wiquefort*, and, consequently, will 
strike you, I will give you the detail. At the ball on the 
King’s Birthday, Count Czernichew was sitting in the box 
of the foreign ministers next to Count Seilern, the Imperial 
Ambassador. The latter, who is as fierce as the spread eagle 
itself, and as stiff as the chin of all the Ferdinands, was, 
according to his custom, as near to Jupiter as was possible. 
Monsieur du Chatelet and the Prince de Masserano came in. 
Chatelet sidled up to the two former, spoke to them and 
passed behind them, but on a sudden lifted up his leg and 
thrust himself in between the two Imperials. The Kussian, 
astonished and provoked, endeavoured to push him away, 
and a jostle began that discomposed the faces and curls of 
both ,* and the Eussian even dropped the word impertinent 
Czernichew, however, quitted the spot of battle, and the 
Prince de Masserano, in support of the family-compact, 
hobbled into the place below Chatelet. As the two 
champions retired, more words at the door. However, 
the Eussian’s coach being first, he astonished everybody 
by proposing to set Monsieur du Chatelet down at his 


2 Corsica was overrun in May by 
thirty thousand French troops, and 
was at this time almost entirely 
subdued. PaoH held out until sur¬ 
rounded by the enemy. He then, 
with a body of five hundred men, 
out his way through the French 
troops, and after hiding for two 


days, he escaped on an English ship, 
landing in Leghorn on June 16, 
1769. 

3 The Czarina. Walpole. 

^ Abraham Wicquefort, author of 
a treatise called UAmbassadeur et ses 
Fonctions. 
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own honso. In tho coach, it is saidj the Frenchman 
protested he had meant nothing personal either to Count 
Czernichew, or to the Eussian minister, but having received 
orders from his court to take place on all occasions next to 
the Imperial Ambassador, he had but done his duty. Next 
morning he visited Czernichew, and they are personally 
reconciled. It was, however, feared that the dispute would 
be renewed, for, at the King’s next levee, both were at the 
door, ready to push in when it should be opened; but the 
Eussian kept behind, and at the bottom of the room, without 
mixing with the rest of the foreign ministers. The King, 
who was much offended at what had passed, called Count 
Czernichew into the middle of the room, and talked to him 
for a very considerable time. Since then, the Lord Chamber- 
lain has been ordered to notify to all the foreign ministers 
that the King looks on the ball at court as a private ball, 
and declares, to prevent such disagreeaUe altercations for the 
future^ that there is no precedence there. This declaration 
is ridiculed, because the ball at court is almost the only 
ceremony observed there, and certainly the most formal, 
the Princes of the blood dancing first, and everybody else 
being taken out according to their rank. Yet the King, 
being the fountain of all rank, may certainly declare what 
he pleases, especially in his own palace. The public papers, 
which seldom spare the French, are warm for the Eussian. 
Chatelet, too, is not popular, nor well at court. He is 
wrong-headed, and at Vienna was very near drawing his 
court into a scrape by his haughtiness. His own friends 
even doubt whether this last exploit will not offend at 
Versailles, as the Due de Choiseul has lately been endeavour¬ 
ing to soften the Czarina, wishes to send a minister thither, 
and has actually sent an agent. Chatelet was to have gone 
this week, but I believe waits to hear how his behaviour is 
taken. Personally, I am quite on his side, though I think 
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him in the wrong; but he is extremely civil to me; I live 
much at his house, admire his wife exceedingly, and, besides, 
you know, have declared war with the Czarina; so what 
I say is quite in confidence to you, and for your information. 
As an Englishman, I am whatever Madam G-reat Britain 
can expect of me. As intimate with the Chatelets, and 
extremely attached to the Duchess of Choiseul, I detest 
Madame du Barri and her faction. You, who are a foreign 
minister, and can distinguish like a theologian between the 
two natures, perfectly comprehend all this; and, therefore, 
to the charity of your casuistry I recommend myself in this 
jumble of contradictions, which you may be sure do not give 
me any sort of trouble either way. At least I have not 
three distinctions, like Chatelet when he affronted Czemichew, 
but neither in his private nor public capacity. 

This fracas happens very luckily, as we had nothing left 
to talk of; for of the Pope we think no more, according to 
the old saying, than of the Pope of Eome. Of Wilkes there 
is no longer any question, and of the war under the pole 
we hear nothing. Corsica, probably, will occasion murmurs, 
but they wdll be preserved in pickle till next winter. I am 
come hither for two months, very busy with finishing my 
round tower, which has stood still these five years, and with 
an enchanting new cottage that I have built, and other little 
works. In August I shall go to Paris for six weeks. In 
short, I am delighted with having bid adieu to Parliament 
and politics, and with doing nothing but what I like all the 
year round. 

Your brother called on me t’other day, and desired I would 
recommend to you three English gentlemen who are going 
to France. He gave me their names, but I have lost them. 
No matter; you are civil to all three and all three hundred 
English. You will find out these by their being men of 
Kent and your brother’s acquaintance, and therefore don’t 

WALPOLE, VII XI 
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betray me. You are so good to all, that these will easily 
believe your attentions are particularly addressed to them 
on your brother's recommendation. Adieu I 

1264. To THE Eev. William Cole. 

strawberry Hill, Monday, June 26, 1769. 

Oh, yes, yes, I shall like Thursday or Friday, 6th or 7th, 
exceedingly. I shall like your staying with me two days 
exceedinglycr; and longer exceedingly: and I will carry 
you back to Cambridge on our pilgrimage to Ely. But 
I should not at all like to be catched in the glories of an 
installation^, and find myself a Doctor, before I knew where 
I was. It will be much more agreeable to find the whole 
caj^ut asleep, digesting turtle, dreaming of bishoprics, and 
humming old catches of Anacreon and scraps of Corelli. 
I wish Mr. Gray may not be set out for the north, which is 
rather the case than setting out for the summer. We have 
no summers, I think, but what we raise, like pine-apples, by 
fire. My hay is an absolute water-soochy, and teaches me 
how to feel for you. You are quite in the right to sell your 
fief in Marshland. I should be glad if you would take 
one step more, and quit Marshland. We live, at least, on 
terra firma jn this part of the world, and can saunter out 
without stilts. Then we do not wade into pools, and call 
it going upon the water, and get sore throats. I trust 
yours is better; but I recollect this is not the first you 
have complained of. Pray be not incoi'rigible, but come 
to shore. 

Be so good as to thank Mr. Smith, my old tutor, for his 
corrections. If ever the Anecdotes are reprinted, I will 
certainly profit of them. 

Letter 1264,—Tbe installation oftbeUnivorsity of Cambridge, which 
of the Duke of Q-rafton as Chancellor took place in July 1769. 
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I joked, it is true, about Joscelin de Louvain^ and bis 
Ducbess; but not at all in advising you to make Mr. Percy 
pimp for the plate. On the contrary, I wish you success, 
and think this an infallible method of obtaining the bene¬ 
faction. It is right to lay vanity under contribution, for 
then both sides are pleased. 

It will not be easy for you to dine with Mr. Granger 
from hence, and return at night. It cannot be less than 
six- or seven-and-twenty miles to Shiplake. But I go to 
Park Place to-morrow, which is within two miles of him, 
and I will try if I can tempt him to meet you here. Adieu 1 

Dear Sir, 

Yours most sincerely, 

Hoe. Walpole. 

1265. To THE Earl op Steapporp. 

Arlington Street, July 8, 1769. 

When you have been so constantly good to me, my dear 
Lord, without changing, do you wonder that our friendship 
has lasted so long ? Can I be insensible to the honour or 
pleasure of your acquaintance? When the advantage lies 
so much on my side, am I likely to alter the first? Oh, 
but it will last now! We have seen friendships without 
number born and die. Ours was not formed on interest, 
nor alliance; and politics, the poison of all English connec¬ 
tions, never entered into ours. You have given me a new 
proof by remembering the chapel of Luton ^ I hear it is 
to be preserved; and am glad of it, though I might have 
been the better for its ruins. 

1 should have answered your Lordship’s last post, but was 

2 The Luke of Northumberland, Louvain on his marriage to Agnes 
who assumed the name of Percy in de Percy. 

consequence of his marriage to a Letter 1266 .—^ Luton Hoo, Lord 

Percy heiress, as did Joscelin de Bute’s seat in Bedfordshire. 

IT 2 
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at Park Place. I think Lady Ailesbury quite recovered; 
though her illness has made such an impression that she 
does not yet believe it. 

It is so settled that we are never to have tolerable weather 
in June, that the first hot day was on Saturday—hot by 
comparison; for I think it is three years since we have 
really felt the feel of summer. I was, however, con¬ 
cerned to be forced to come to town yesterday on some 
business; for, however the country feels, it looks divine, 
and the verdure we buy so dear is delicious. I shall not be 
able, I fear, to profit of it this summer in the loveliest of 
all places, as I am to go to Paris in August. But next year 
I trust I shall accompany Mr. Conway and Lady Ailesbury 
to Wentworth Castle. I shall be glad to visit Castle Howard 
and Beverley; but neither would carry me so far, if Went¬ 
worth Castle was not in the way. 

The Chatelets are gone, without any more battles with 
the Russians. The papers say the latter have been beaten 
by the Turks; which rejoices me, though against all rules 
of politics: but I detest that murderess, and like to have 
her humbled. I don’t know that this piece of news is true: 
it is enough to me that it is agreeable. I had rather take it 
for granted, than be at the trouble of inquiring about what 
I have so little to do with. I am just the same about the 
City and Surrey petitions. Since I have dismembered^ 
myself, it is incredible how cool I am to all politics. 

London is the abomination of desolation; and I rejoice 
to leave it again this evening. Even Pam has not a levee 
above once or twice a week. Next winter, I suppose it will 
begin to be a fashion to remove into the City: for, since it 
is the mode to choose aldermen at this end of the town, 
the Maccaronis will certainly adjourn to Bishopsgate Street, 


2 Mr. Walpole means, since he quitted Parliament. Walpole. 
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for fear of being fined for sheriffs. Mr. James ^ and Mr. 
Eoothby will die of the thought of being aldermen of 
Grosvenor Ward and Berkeley Square Ward. Adam and 
Eve in their paradise laugh at all these tumults, and have 
not tasted of the tree that forfeits paradise; which I take 
to have been the tree of politics, not of knowledge. How 
happy you are not to have your son Abel knocked on the 
head by his brother Cain at the Brentford election! You 
do not hunt the poor deer and hares that gambol around 
you.—If Eve ^ has a sin, I doubt it is angling; but as she 
makes all other creatures happy, I beg she would not impale 
worms nor whisk carp out of one element into another. If 
she repents of that guilt, I hope she will live as long as her 
grandson Methuselah. There is a commentator that says 
Jiis life was protracted for never having boiled a lobster 
alive. Adieu, dear couple, that I honour as much as 
I could honour my first grandfather and grandmother! 

Your most dutiful 

Hoe. Japhet. 

1266. To THE Hok. Hekey Seymoue Conway. 

strawberry Hill, Friday, July 7, 1769. 

You desired me to write, if I knew anything particular. 
How particular will content you ? Don’t imagine I would 
send you such hash as the Livery’s petition^ Come; 
would the apparition of my Lord Chatham satisfy you? 
Don’t be frightened; it was not his ghost. He, he himself 
in propria persondy and not in a strait-waistcoat, walked into 
the King’s levee this morning, and was in the closet twenty 
minutes after the levee ; and was to go out of town to-night 

* Probably Haugbtori James, a the Livery of London, delivered to 

West India proprietor, the King by the Lord Mayor, Beok- 

* Lady Strafford. ford, and three others, on July 5, 

Letter 1266. —^ The petition of 1769, 
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again. The deuce is in it if this is not news. Whether he 
is to be king, minister, lord mayor, or alderman, I do not 
know: nor a word more than I have told you. Whether 
he was sent for to guard St. James’s Gate, or whether he 
came alone, like Almanzor, to storm it, I cannot tell: by 
Beckford’s violence I should think the latter. I am so 
indifferent what he came for, that I shall wait till Sunday 
to learn: when I lie in town on my way to Ely. You will 
probably hear more from your brother before I can write 
again. I send this by my friend Mr. Granger®, who will 
leave it at your park gate as he goes through Henley home. 
Good night I it is past twelve, and I am going to bed. 

Yours ever, 

Hoe. Walpole. 

1267. To THE Eev. William Cole. 

strawberry Hill, July 15, 1769. 

Youk fellow travellers, Eosette^ and I, got home safe, 
perfectly contented with our expedition, and wonderfully 
obliged to you. Pray receive our thanks and barkings, 
and pray say and bark a great deal for us to Mr. and 
Mrs. Bentham®, and all that good family. 

After gratitude, you know, always comes a little self- 
interest, for who would be at the trouble of being grateful, 
if he had no further expectations ? Imprimis, then, here are 
the directions for Mr. Essexfor the piers of my gates ^ 
Bishop Luda ® must not be offended at my converting his 
tomb into a gateway. Many a saint and confessor, I doubt, 

2 Autlior of tbe Biographical His- Anne, sister of Q-eorge Keste, of 
tory of England. Walpole. Cambridge. 

Letter 1267. — Incomplete in C.; ® James Essex (1722-1784), arobi- 

now first printed entire from original teot. He was mncb employed at 
in British Museum. Cambridge and Ely. 

1 Horace Walpole’s dog. 4 xhe garden gate, engraved in 

Joseph Bentham (1708-1778), t'h& DmcHpU(yfi of Strawberry Hill. 
Alderman of Cambridge and printer 5 William de Luda, Bishop of Ely, 
to that University. His wife was 1290-99, 
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will be glad soon to be passed through^ as it will, at least, 
secure bis being passed over. Wben I was directing the 
east window at Ely, I recollected the lines of Prior, 

How capricious were Nature and Art to poor Nell 
She was painting her cheeks at the time her nose fell. 

Adorning cathedrals when the religion itself totters, is very 
like poor Nel’s mishap. But to come to Mr. Essex. 

The width of the iron gates is 6 feet 2, and they are 
7 feet 10 high. Each pilaster is one foot wide : the whole 
width, with the interstices, is 8 feet 10. The ornament over 
the gates is 4 feet 4 to the point. Perhaps you will under¬ 
stand me from this scrawl 

The piers should certainly, I think, be a little, and not 
much higher than the ornament over the gates, but Mr. 
Essex will judge better of the proper proportion. I would 
not have any bas-relief or figures in the bases. The tops to 
be in this manner. Nothing over the gates themselves. 

My next job is a list of some heads, which I beg you will 
give to Mr. Jackson; at his leisure he will try if he can 
pick them up for me. 

Prances Bridges, Countess of Wharton. 

Exeter. (You will think Mrs. Cooper, 
me very gluttonous about Sleidan®. 
this.) Sir Bevil Granville 

B. of Bucks by Paithome, in Prince Eugene, young. 

the manner of Mellan. B. of Ormond, do. 

Sir John Hoskins’^. Mrs. Wellers. 

Sir Eobert Yiner. Gouge 

® Two rongli drawings appear in (1506-1556). Faithome en^aved six 
the original letter. prints for the English edition of his 

7 Sir John Hoskins or Hoskyns, History of the Reforrrmtwn in Ger- 
second Baronet (1634-1705), Master many. 

in Chancery, and President of the ® Sir Bevil G-renville or Granville 
Koyal Society, 1682-83. The print of (1596-1643), killed at Lansdowne, 
ViiTYi was began by Eaithome and near Bath, during the Civil War. 
finished by "TOite. Dr. William Gouge (1578-1653), 

» Johann Sleiden or Sleidanns Puritan divine. 
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Lady Paston Maria Langham 

Hannali WooleyLady Kooke. 

Lady Harrington. Frontispiece to Academy of 

Venner^^ Eloquence. 

Glanville Do. to History of Ch. Iby H. L. 

Hen. Maria before the Queen’s Closet opened. 

Do. See Granger, vol. i. p. 2, p. 335. 

Ch. 2^ Sheldon and Shaftsbury before old editions of 
Chamberlain’s JPresent State. 

Qu. Eliz., Burleigh, and Walsingham, Frontisp. to Sir 
Dudley Digges’s Oompleat Embassador. 

N.B. All the above are by Faithorne or by his son in 
mezzotinto. I shall not mind paying for books, to get the 
prints. Here are a few others. 

Sir Tho. Armstrong in a print with other heads. Lady 
Mary Airmine. Catherine Bolein. Charles Blount Lord 
Mont joy. George Earl of Berkeley. Ld. Brounker. Mary 
Duchess of Beaufort^®. Madam Sophia Bulkeley^l Lady 
Brandon. Arthur Lord Chichester. Giovanni Dudley 
Duca di Northumberland. Lady Anastatia Digby. Ld. 
Dartmouth Lady Falconberg Humphrey D. of 

Wife of Sir WUliam Paston, Alston, and wife of Sir James Lang- 
first Baronet (d. 1662), of Paston and liam. 

Oxnead, Norfolk. i« Gilbert Sbeldon (1598 -1677), 

12 Mrs. Hannah. Wooley, who wrote Archbishop of Canterbury, 
in the seventeenth century on i”^ Sir Thomas Armstrong, Knight 
cookery, needlewmrkj iand house- (d. 1684), executed for participation 
hold management. Her portrait in the Rye House Plot. 

(sometimes stated not to represent i® Hon. Mary Oapel, eldest daughter 
her but a Mrs. Gilly) was engraved of first Baron Capel of Hadham, and 
by Paithome. wife of first Duke of Beaufort. 

1® Tobias Venner (1577-1660), medi- i® Hon. Sophia Stewart, daughter 

cal writer. Bus portrait, engraved of Hon. Walter Stewart, second son 
by Paithome, was prefixed to one of of first Baron Blantyre, and wife of 
^ the editions of his work entitled Hon. Henry Bulkeley, fourth son of 
Via Recta ad Vitam Longam. first Viscount Bulkeley. 

1^ Joseph GlanviU (1636-1680), 20 Qeorge Legge (1647-1691), first 

whose portrait was prefibxed to his Baron Dartmouth. 

PhiloaopMcal Gmsideratiom touching 21 Mary, daughter of Oliver Crom- 
Witches and Witchcraft. well, and wife of first Karl Paucon- 

15 Mary, daughter of Sir Edward berg; d. 1718. 
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Gloster. Countess of Hertford. Sir John Hotham^^ 
Jacob Hall “ Theoph. Earl of Huntingdon Eliz. Countess 

of Kent. Louisa Princess Palatine D. and Dss. of New¬ 
castle and children at table by Diepenbecke Sir John 
Perrot^'^. Percy gunpowder conspirator. Tobias Eustat®®. 
Alex. E. of Stirling Eliz. Countess of Southampton 
Lady Eliz. Shirley by Hollar. Earl of TyrconneL Lady 
Mary Vere. Sir H. Yane®'-^ the elder. Sir Tho. Wyat. Edw, 
E. of Warwick. 

I will trouble you with no more at present, but to get 
from Mr. Lort the name of the Norfolk monster, and to 
give it to Jackson. Don’t forget the list of English heads 
in Dr. Ewin’s book for Mr. Granger, particularly the Duchess 
of Chevreux. I will now release you, only adding my com¬ 
pliments to Dr. Ewin, Mr. Tyson Mr. Lort, Mr. Essex, 
and once more to the Benthams. Adieu, dear Sir ! Yours 
ever, H. W. 

Eemember to ask me for acacias, and anything else with 
which I can pay some of my debts to you. 


32 Sir JolxrL Hotliam, first Baronet, 
Governor of Hnll; d. 1645. 

2s A rope-dancer, wlio flourislied 
in tlie reign of diaries IT. 

24 Theophilns Hastings (1650 - 
1701), seventh Earl of Huntingdon. 

26 Probably Louisa Hollandia, 
daughter of Frederick, Count Pala¬ 
tine and King of Bohemia, by Eliza¬ 
beth, daughter of James I of** Eng¬ 
land. The Princess Louisa was 
Abbess of Maubuisson, near Paris. 

26 SeelettertoGrayofKov.lO,1766. 

37 Probably Sir John Perrot, 
Knight (d. 1592), Lord Deputy of 
Ireland. 

28 Thomas Percy (1560-1605). 

2s Tobias Bustat (d. 1694), bene¬ 
factor to the Universities of Oxford 
and Cambridge. 

so WnUam Alexander (d. 1640), 
first Earl of Stirling, poet and colonist. 


SI Lady Elizabeth Leigh, daughter 
of first Earl of Chichester, and second 
wife of Thomas Wriothesley, fourth 
Earl of Southampton. 

82 In the list of prints by Hollar 
given in the Anecdotes of Painting 
Horace Walpole mentions ‘Lady 
Elizabeth Shirley the Persian.’ This 
was probably Teresia, daughter of a 
Circassian nobleman and wife of Sir 
Eobert Shirley, Envoy to England 
from Persia. Her portrait was en¬ 
graved by Hollar, 

53 Sir Henry Vane, Knight (1589- 
1655). 

54 Dr. Michael Lort (1726-1790), 
antiquary; Begins Professor of Greek 
at Cambridge, 1769-71 j Chaplain 
to the Archbishop of Canterbury, 
1779-83. 

85 Bev. Michael Tyson (1740-1780), 
antiquary and amateur artist. 
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1268. To Sm Hoeace Mann. 

Arlington Street, Jnly 19, 1769. 

You will possibly wonder you have not heard from me, 
when the public papers must have raised your curiosity and 
impatience. The reappearance of Lord Chatham, after so 
long a seclusion of himself, is no indiiferent event. It has 
opened all eyes and mouths from hence to Madrid. I am 
not apt to neglect such eras. In truth, I wished to be able 
to tell you more than mere conjectures. Yeni% vidit, —the 
vicit is to come. He was twenty minutes alone with the 
Eang; but what passed, neither of their Majesties has been 
pleased to tell. General conversation only, is the word given 
out. That the Earl is perfectly well, that is, compos mentis^ 
and grown fat, is certain. That the moment of his appear¬ 
ance, i. e. so immediately after the petition of the Livery of 
London, set on foot and presented ,by his friend Alderman 
Beckford, has a hostile look, cannot be doubted. That he 
was not sent for—is, I believe, still more true. Farther 
this deponent saith not. If petitioning had caught and run 
briskly, to be sure it might have been necessary to call in 
so great a fireman to stop the flame, as apothecaries give 
rhubarb to check a looseness. But London, for the first 
time in its life, has not dictated to England. Essex and 
Hertfordshire have refused to petition; Wiltshire and 
Worcester say they will petition, and Yorkshire probably 
wilL But London has so outdone its usual outdoings\ that 
the example is not tempting, especially as they did not 
venture to sign their own petition. They have attacked 
ministers, judges, and Parliament itself. The latter, in all 
likelihood, will ask them some questions next winter. 

Letter 1268.—An expression of was much, ridiculed at the time. 
Cibber on Mrs. Oldfield in his pre- Walpole. 
face to The Provoked Hmband^ that 
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Lord Holland has already asked one of the Lord Mayor ^; 
who chose to shift the blame from himseK^ It has stirred 
up a controversy which is not likely to end so. The world 
is persuaded that there are two factions in the ministry,— 
if there were not, it would be the only place void of them. 
The East India Company is all faction and gaming. Such 
fortunes are made and lost every day as are past belief. 
Our history will appear a gigantic lie hereafter, when we 
are shrunk again to our own little island. People trudge 
to the other end of the town to vote who shall govern 
empires at the other end of the world. Panchaud, a banker 
from Paris, broke yesterday for seventy thousand pounds, 
by buying and selling stock ,• and Sir Laurence Dundas paid 
in an hundred and forty thousand pounds for what he had 
bought. The Company have more and greater places to 
give away than the Pirst Lord of the Treasury. Eiches, 
abuse, cabals, are so enormously overgrown, that one wants 
conception and words to comprehend or describe them. 
Even Jewish prophets would have found Eastern hyper¬ 
boles deficient, if Nineveh had been half so extravagant, 
luxurious, and rapacious as this wicked good town of 
London. I expect it will set itself on fire at last, and light 
the match with India bonds and bank bills. As I pass by 
it and look at it, I cannot help talking to it, as Ezekiel 
would do, and saying, ‘ With all those combustibles in thy 
bowels, with neither government, police, or prudence, how 
is it that thou still existest ? ’ Well! I am going to a little 
quiet town, where they have had nothing but one whore to 
talk of for this twelvemonth,—I mean Paris. Madame du 
Barri gains ground, and yet Monsieur de Choiseul carries 

3 Hon. Thomas Harley. the Lord Mayor to complain of 

® In the petition from the free- aspersion. The Lord Mayor replied 
holders of liiddlesex Lord Holland that he was not answerable for the 
was described as the defaulter for contents of the petition. 
unaccounted miUions. He wrote to 
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all his points. He has taken Corsica, bought Sweden, 
made a Pope, got the Czarina drubbed by the Turks, and 
has restored the Parliament of Bretagne, in spite of the 
Due d’Aiguillon,—for reyenge can make so despotic and 
ambitious a man as Choiseul even turn patriot,—and yet 
at this moment I believe he dreads my Lord Chatham more 
than Madame du Barri. 

I shall set out on the fifteenth of next month, and return 
the first week in October. During that interval I think 
you had better not write to me, as you know with what 
difficulty I got your letters there. 

I am much concerned that the journeyings and sojoum- 
ings of your little court are so expensive to you. Nor do 
I know what to advise. I rather am against your buying 
annuities. Pray do not go and game in India stock. I am 
now so out of the world and so absolutely out of all politics, 
that my interest is no better than my advice. My hopes 
are, that your court will soon grow older. The frisks of 
a young reign never last. Princes take root in their capital 
after their first vagaries are over. Ministers do not love to 
gallop about; and if these peregrinations are burdensome 
to you, what must they be to the court itself? The 
finances will fail, and they have no Bengal to draw upon. 
There will come lectures from Vienna, and you will sit 
down quietly again in Via de’ Santi Apostoli. There is my 
trust: in the meantime I am heartily sorry for the incon¬ 
venience you suffer, and wish it was in my power to 
remedy. 

My Lady Orford, I hear, is stopped short at Milan, and 
does not talk of coming these six months. If she has 
tapped a new city, I shall not wonder if she never comes. 
Adieu I I have been writing in the dark, and do not know 
whether you can read my letter; I find I cannot read it 
myself. 
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1269. To Thomas Ohatteeton. 

Sir, 

I do not see, I must own, how those precious MSS., of 
which you have sent me a few extracts, should be lost to 
the world by my detaining your letters- Bo the originals 
not exist, from whence you say you copied your extracts, 
and from which you offered me more extracts ? In truth, 
by your first letter I understood that the originals them¬ 
selves were in your possession by the free and voluntary 
offer you made me of them, and which you know I did not 
choose to accept. If Mr. Barrett (who, give me leave to 
say, cannot know much of antiquity if he believes in the 
authenticity of those papers) intends to make use of them, 
would he not do better to have recourse to the originals, 
than to the slight fragments you have sent me ? You say, 
Sir, you know them to be genuine; pray let me ask again, 
of what age are they? and how have they been transmitted ? 
In what book of any age is there mention made either of 
Eowley or of the poetical monk, his ancient predecessor in 
such pure poetry ? poetry, so resembling both Spenser and 
the moderns, and written in metre invented long since 
Eowley, and longer since the monk wrote. I doubt 
Mr. Barrett himself will find it difficult to solve these 
doubts. 

For myself, I undoubtedly will never print those extracts 
as genuine, which I am far from believing they are. If you 
want them. Sir, I will have them copied, and will send you 
the copy. But having a little suspicion that your letters 
may have been designed to laugh at me, if I had fallen 
into the snare, you will allow me to preserve your 

Lkttkr 1269.—in C.; reprinted from Lord Orford’s Works (1798), 
vol. iv, pp. 237-8. 
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original letters, as an ingenious contrivance, however 
unsuccessful. This seems the more probable, as any man 
would understand by your first letter, that you either 
was possessed of the original MSS. or had taken copies 
of them; whereas now you talk as if you had no copy 
but those written at the bottom of the very letters I have 
received from you. 

I own I should be better diverted, if it proved that you 
have chosen to entertain yourself at my expense, than if 
you really thought these pieces ancient. The former would 
show you had little opinion of my judgement; the latter, 
that you ought not to trust too much to your own. I should 
not at all take the former ill, as I am not vain of it; I 
should be sorry for the latter, as you say. Sir, that you are 
very young, and it would be pity an ingenious young man 
should be too early prejudiced in his own favour k 


1270. To THE Rev. William Cole. 

strawberry Hill, Aug. 12, 1769. 

I WAS in town yesterday and found the parcel arrived 
very safe. I give you a thousand thanks, dear Sir, for all 
the contents, but when I sent you the list of heads I wanted, 
it was for Mr. Jackson, not at all meaning to rob you; but 
your generosity much outruns my prudence, and I must be 
upon my guard with you. The Catherine Bolen was particu¬ 
larly welcome; I had never seen it; it is a treasure, though 
I am persuaded not genuine, but taken from a French print 
of the Queen of Scots, which I have. I wish you could tell 

^ The following not© was appended to enter into a controversy with 
by Horace Walpole to this letter :— him, I did not finish it, and, only 
‘ N.B. The above letter I had begun folding up his papers, returned 
to write to Chatterton on his re- them.* 
demanding his MSS., but not choosing 
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me whence it was taken, I mean from what book: I imagine 
the same in which are two prints, which Mr. Granger men¬ 
tions, and has himself (with Italian inscriptions too), of a 
Duke of Northumberland and an Earl of Arundel. Mr. Bar- 
nardiston I never saw before, and do not know in what reign 
he lived, I suppose lately; nor do I know the era of the 
Master of Bennet^. When I come back, I must beg you 
to satisfy these questions. The Countess of Kent is very 
curious, too; I have lately got a very dirty one, so that 
I shall return yours again. Mrs. Wooley I could not get 
high nor low—^but there is no end of thanking you—and 
yet I must for Sir J. Einett though Mr. Hawkins gave me 
a copy a fortnight ago. I must delay sending them till 
I come back. Be so good as to thank Mr. Tyson for his 
prints and notes; the latter I have not had time to look 
over, I am so hurried with my journey, but I am sure they 
will be very useful to me. I hope he will not forget me in 
October. It will be a good opportunity of sending you 
some young acacias, or anything you want from hence— 
I am sure you ought to ask me for anything in my power, 
so much I am in your debt. I must beg to be a little more, 
by entreating you to pay Mr. Essex whatever he asks for 
his drawing, which is just what I wished. The iron gates 
I have. 

With regard to a history of Gothic architecture, in which 
he desires my advice, the plan, I think, should lie in a very 
simple compass. Was I to execute it, it should be thus. 
I would give a series of plates, even from the conclusion of 
Saxon architecture, beginning with the round Roman arch, 
and going on to show how they plastered and zigzagged it, 
and then how better ornaments crept in, till the beautiful 

Letter 1270.—^ Jolm Bamardis- ^ sir Joh.ii Binet or Bmett, Knight 
ton, D.D., Master of Bene’t (Corpus (1571-1641),Masterofth.eCeremonies 
Christi) College, Camhridge, 1764- to James I. 

78. 
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Gothic arrived at its perfection; then how it deceased in 
Henry the Eighth’s reign, Archbp. Warham’s tomb at 
Canterbury being, I believe, the last example of nnbastard- 
ized Gothic. A veiy few plates more would demonstrate its 
change. Holbein embroidered it with some morsels of true 
architecture; in Queen Elizabeth’s reign there was scarce 
any architecture at all; I mean no pillars, or seldom ; 
buildings then becoming quite plain. Under James a 
barbarous composition succeeded. A single plate of some¬ 
thing of Inigo Jones, in his heaviest and worst style, should 
terminate the work, for he soon stepped into the true and 
perfect Grecian. 

The next part, Mr. Essex can do better than anybody, 
and is perhaps the only person who can do it. This should 
consist of observations on the art, proportions and method 
of building, and the reasons observed by the Gothic 
architects for what they did. This would show what 
great men they were, and how they raised such aSrial or 
stupendous masses, though unassisted by half the lights 
now enjoyed by their successors. The prices and the wages 
of workmen, and the comparative value of money and 
provisions at the several periods, should be stated, as far 
as it is possible to get materials. 

The last part (I don’t know whether it should not be the 
first part) nobody can do so well as yourself. This must be 
to ascertain the chronologic period of each building—and 
not only of each building, but of each tomb, that shall be 
exhibited, for you know the great delicacy and richness of 
Gothic ornaments was exhausted on small chapels, oratories, 
and tombs. For my own part, I should wish to have added 
detached samples of the various patterns of ornaments; 
which would not be a great many, as, excepting pinnacles, 
there is scarce one which does not branch from the trefoil ; 
quatrefoils, cinquefoils, &c., being but various modifications 
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of it. I believe almost all the ramifications of windows are 
so: and of them there should be samples too. 

This work, you see, could not be executed by one hand. 
Mr. Tyson could give great assistance. I wish the plan was 
drawn out, and better digested. This is a very rude sketch, 
and first thought. I should be very glad to contribute what 
little I know, and to the expense too, which would be 
considerable: but I am sure we could get assistance: and 
it had better not be undertaken than executed superficially. 
Mr. Tyson’s history of fashions and dresses would make 
a valuable part of the work, as in elder times especially 
much must be depended on tombs for dresses. I have 
a notion the King might be inclined to encourage such 
a work; and, if a proper jplan was drawn out, for which 
I have not time now, I would endeavour to get it laid 
before him, and his patronage solicited. Pray talk this 
over with Mr. Tyson and Mr. Essex. It is an idea worth 
pursuing. 

You was very kind to take me out of the scrape about 
the organ \ and yet if my insignificant name could carry it 
to one side, I would not scruple to lend it. Thank you, too, 
for St. Alban^ and Koailles^ The very picture® the latter 
describes was in my father’s collection, and is now at 
Worksop. I have scarce room to crowd in my compliments 
to the good house of Bentham, and to say, yours ever, 

H. Walpole. 


3 At Ely. 

* Incideiits similar totliose •wMcli 
suggested to Horace Walpole the 
plot of The Mysterious 3Iother were 
noticed by Cole in a Latin MS. life 
of St. Alban. 

® An extra Cl from the Negociations 


(published in 1763) of Eran§ois de 
HoaiUes (1619-1685), Bishop of Dax, 
and French Ambassador in Elngland 
in the reign of Queen Mary. 

® A picture of the Earl of Surrey 
leaning on a broken column. 



306 


To George Montagu 


[l7G9 


1271. To George Montage. 

August 18, 1760. 

As I have heard nothing of you since the Assyrian 
calends, which is much longer ago than the Greek, you 
may perhaps have died in Media, at Ecbatana, or in 
Chaldsea, and then, to be sure, I have no reason to take 
it ill that you have forgotten me. There is no post between 
Europe and the Elysian fields, where I hope in the Lord 
Pluto you are ; and for the letters that are sent by Orpheus, 
jEneas, Sir George Yilliers and such accidental passengers, 
to be sure, one cannot wonder if they miscarry. You might 
indeed have sent one a scrawl by Fanny, as Cock Lane is not 
very distant from Arlington Street; but, when I asked her, 
she scratched the ghost of a no, that made one’s ears tingle 
again. If, contrary to all probability, you should still be 
above ground, and if, which is still more improbable, you 
should repent of your sins while you are yet in good health, 
and should go strangely farther, and endeavour to make 
atonement by writing to me again, I think it conscientiously 
right to inform you, that I am not in Arlington Street, nor 
at Strawberry Hill, nor even in Middlesex—nay, not in 
England. I am—I am—guess where—not in Corsica—nor 
at Spa—stay, I am not at Paris yet—but I ho|)e to be there 
in two days. In short, I am at Calais, having landed about 
two hours ago, after a tedious passage of nine hours. Having 
no soul with me but Eosette, I have been amusing myself 
with the arrival of a French officer and his wife in a berliii. 

Letter 1271,—Addressed to Adderbury and endorsed : 

‘ Porwarded. from Dover the 21 Aug. 1769. 

Your most obedient and 
humble servants, 

Minet and Footer.’ 

^ For an account of the apparition of Sir Cleorgci Villiars see Clarendon’s 
History of the Jtebellion^ Bk. I. 
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which carried their ancestors to one of Molifere’s new plays : 
as Madame has no maid with her, she and Monsieur very 
prudently untied the trunks, and disburthened the venerable 
machine of all its luggage themselves; and then with a 
proper resumption of their quality, Monsieur gave his hand 
to Madame, and conducted her in much ceremony through 
the yard to their apartment.—Here ends the beginning of 
my letter—when I have nothing else to do, perhaps I may 
continue it. You cannot have the confidence to complain, 
if I give you no more than my mome7is pei'diis; have you 
deserved any better of me ? 

Saturday morning. 

Having just recollected that the whole merit of this letter 
will consist in the surprise, I hurry to finish it, and send it 
away by the captain of the packet, who is returning. You 
may repay me this surprise by answering my letter, and by 
directing yours to Arlington Street, from whence Mary will 
forward it to me. You will not have much time to con¬ 
sider, for I shall set out on my return from Paris the first 
of October, according to my solemn promise to Strawberry— 
and you must know, I keep my promises to Strawberry much 
better than you do. Adieu ! Boulogne hoy! 

1272. To John Chxjte. 

Paris, Aug. 80, 1769. 

I HAVE been so hurried with paying and receiving visits, 
that I have not had a moment’s worth of time to write. My 
passage was very tedious, and lasted near nine hours for 
want of wind.—But I need not talk of my journey; for 
Mr. Maurice, whom I met on the road, will have told you 
that I was safe on terra firma. 

Judge of my surprise at hearing four days ago, that my 
Lord Dacre and my Lady were anived here. They are 
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many tilings for you here, that you would like, the reliques 
of the last age’s magnificence; but since my Lady Holder- 
ness invaded the Custom House with an hundred and 
fourteen gowns, in the reign of that twopenny monarch 
George Grenville, the ports are so guarded, that not a soul 
but a smuggler can smuggle anything into England; and 
I suppose you would not care to pay seventy-five per cent, 
on second-hand commodities. All I transported three years 
ago was conveyed under the cannon of the Duke of Kichmond. 
I have no interest in our present representative ^; nor if 
I had, is he returning. Plate, of all earthly vanities, is the 
most impassable: it is not counterband in its metallic 
capacity, but totally so in its personal; and the officers of 
the Custom House not being philosophers enough to separate 
the substance from the superficies, brutally hammer both to 
pieces, and return you^—only the intrinsic ; a compensation 
which you, who are no member of Parliament, would not, 
I trow, be satisfied with. Thus I doubt you must retrench 
your generosity to yourself, unless you can contract it into 
an Elzevir size, and be content with anything one can bring 
in one’s pocket. 

My dear old friend was charmed with your mention of 
her, and made me vow to return you a thousand compli¬ 
ments, She cannot conceive why you will not step hither. 
Peeling in herself no difference between the spirits of 
twenty-three and seventy-three, she thinks there is no 
impediment to doing whatever one will, but the want of 
eyesight. If she had that I am persuaded no consideration 
would prevent her making me a visit at Strawberry Hill. 
She makes songs, sings them, remembers all that ever were 
made; and, having lived from the most agreeable to the 
most reasoning age, has all that was amiable in the last, all 


Letter 1273.— i Earl Haroourt. 


2 Madame du Deffand. 
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that is sensible in this, without the vanity of the former, or 
the pedant impertinence of the latter. I have heard her 
dispute with all sorts of people, on all sorts of subjects, and 
never knew her in the wrong. She humbles the learned, 
sets right their disciples, and finds conversation for every¬ 
body. Affectionate as Madame de Sevigne, she has none of 
her prejudices, but a more universal taste; and, with the 
most delicate frame, her spirits hurry her through a life of 
fatigue that would kill me, if I was to continue here. If we 
return by one in the morning from suppers in the country, 
she proposes driving to the Boulevard or to the Foire 
St. Ovide, because it is too early to go to bed. I had 
great difficulty last night to persuade her, though she was 
not well, not to sit up till between two or three for the 
comet; for which purpose she had appointed an astronomer 
to bring his telescopes to the President Henault’s, as she 
thought it would amuse me. In short, her goodness to me 
is so excessive, that I feel unashamed at producing my 
withered person in a round of diversions, which I have 
quitted at home. I tell a story; I do feel ashamed, and 
sigh to be in my quiet castle and cottage; but it costs me 
many a pang, when I reflect that I shall probably never 
have resolution enough to take another journey to see this 
best and sincerest of friends, who loves me as much as my 
mother did! but it is idle to look forward—what is next 
year ?—a bubble that may burst for her or me, before even 
the flying year can hurry to the end of its almanack! To 
form plans and projects in such a precarious Kfe as this, 
resembles the enchanted castles of fairy legends, in which 
every gate was guarded by giants, dragons, &c. Death or 
diseases bar every portal through which we mean to pass ; 
and, though we may escape them and reach the last 
chamber, what a wild adventurer is he that centres his 
hopes at the end of such an avenue! I sit contented with 
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the beggars at the threshold, and never propose going on, 
but as the gates open of themselves. 

The weather hero is quit(3 sultry, and I am sorry to say, 
one can sond to the corner of the street and buy better 
peaches than all our expense in kitchen gardens ju’odiices. 
Lord and Lady Dacro are a few doors from mo, having 
started from Tunbridge more suddenly than I did from 
Strawberry Hill, but on a more unpleasant moiivo. My 
Lord was persuaded to come and tiy a new physician. His 
faith is greater than mine I but, poor man! can one wonder 
that he is willing to believe ? My Lady has stood her shock, 
and I do not doubt will get over it. 

Adieu, my t'other dear old fri<md ! I am sorry to say I see 
you almost as seldom as I do Madame du l)!d!and. However, 
it is comfortable to reflect that we have not changed to each 
other for some fivo-and-thirty years, and neither you nor 
I haggle about naming so ancient a term. I made a visit 
yesterday to the Abbess of Panthomont, General Ogle¬ 
thorpe’s niece, and no chicken. I inquired after her 
mother, Madame de Mezihros, and thought I might to 
a spiritual votary to immortality venture to say that her 
mother must be very old—she inteiTuptod me tartly, and 
said, no, her mother had been married extremely young. 
Do but think of its seeming important to a saint to sink 
a wrinkle of her own through an iron grate! Oh, we are 
ridiculous animals; and if angels have any fun in them, 
how we must divert them! 

1274. To THE Eakl of Stbaffobd. 

Paris, Sopt. 8, 1769. 

T’other night, at the Duchess of Choiseul’s at supper, the 
Intendant of Rouen asked me, if we have roads of communi¬ 
cation all over England and Scotland ?—I suppose he thinks 
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that in general we inhabit trackless forests and wild moun¬ 
tains, and that or ce a year a few legislators come to Paris 
to learn the arts of civil life, as to sow corn, plant vines, 
and make operas. If this letter should contrive to scramble 
through that desert Yorkshire, where your Lordship has 
attemjgted to improve a dreary hill and uncultivated vale, 
you will find I remember your commands of writing from 
this capital of the world, whither I am come for the benefit 
of my country, and where I am intensely studying those 
laws and that beautiful frame of government, which can 
alone render a nation happy, great, and flourishing; where 
lettres de cachet soften manners, and a proper distribution of 
luxury and beggary ensures a common felicity. As we have 
a prodigious number of students in legislature of both sexes 
here at present, I will not anticipate their discoveries; but, 
as your particular friend, will communicate a rare improve¬ 
ment on nature, which these great philosophers have made, 
and which would add considerable beauties to those parts 
which your Lordship has already recovered from the waste, 
and taught to look a little like a Christian country. The 
secret is very simple, and yet demanded the effort of a 
mighty genius to strike it out. It is nothing but this: 
trees ought to be educated as much as men, and are strange 
awkward productions when not taught to hold themselves 
upright or bow on proper occasions. The academy de Belles- 
Lettres have even offered a prize for the man that shall 
recover the long-lost art of an ancient Greek, called le 
sieur Orphee, who instituted a dancing-school for plants, 
and gave a magnificent ball on the birth of the Dauphin 
of Thrace, which was performed entirely by forest-treea 
In this whole kingdom there is no such thing as seeing 
a tree that is not well-behaved. They are first stripped 
up and then cut down; and you would as soon meet a man 
with his hair about his ears as an oak or an ash. As the 
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weather is very hot now, and the soil chalk, and the dust 
white, I assure you it is very difficult, powdered as both are 
all over, to distinguish a tree from a hair-dresser. Lest this 
should sound like a travelling hyperbole, I must advertise 
your Lordship, that there is little difference in their heights ; 
for, a tree of thirty years’ growth being liable to be marked 
as royal timber, the proprietors take care not to let their 
trees live to the age of being enlisted, but burn them, and 
plant others as often almost as they change their fashions. 
This gives an air of perpetual youth to the face of the 
country, and if adopted by us would realize Mr. Addison’s 
visions, and 

Make our bleak rocks and barren mountains smiled 

What other remarks I have made in my indefatigable 
search after knowledge must be reserved to a future 
opportunity; but as your Lordship is my friend, I may 
venture to say without vanity to you, that Solon nor any 
of the ancient philosophers who travelled to Egypt in quest 
of religions, mysteries, laws, and fables, never sat up so late 
with the ladies and priests and presidents de parUment at 
Memphis, as I do here—and consequently were not half so 
well qualified as I am to new-model a commonwealth. 
I have learned how to make remonstrances, and how to 
answer them. The latter, it seems, is a science much 
w^anted in my own country—and yet it is as easy and 
obvious as their treatment of trees, and not very unlike it. 
It was delivered many years ago in an oracular sentence of 
my namesake—‘ Odi profanum vulgus, et arceo.’ You must 
drive away the vulgar, and you must have an hundred and 
fifty thousand men to drive them away with—that is all. 
I do not wonder the Intendant of Eouen thinks we are still 

Lettee 1274. — ‘ And makes her barren rocks and her bleak mountains 
smile.’ Letter to Lord Halifax. 
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in a state of barbarism, when we are ignorant of the very 
rudiments of government. 

The Duke and Duchess of Richmond have been here a few 
days, and are gone to Aubigne. I do not think him at all 
well, and am exceedingly concerned for it; as I know no 
man who has more estimable qualities. They return by the 
end of the month. I am fluctuating whether I shall not 
return with them, as they have pressed me to do, through 
Holland. I never was there, and could never go so agree¬ 
ably ; but then it would protract my absence three weeks, 
and I am impatient to be in my own cave, notwithstanding 
the wisdom I imbibe every day. But one cannot sacrifice 
one’s self wholly to the public: Titus and Wilkes have now 
and then lost a day. Adieu, my dear Lord! Be assured 
that I shall not disdain yours and Lady Strafford’s conversa¬ 
tion, though you have nothing but the goodness of your 
hearts, and the simplicity of your manners, to recommend you 
to the more enlightened understanding of your old friend. 

Hob. Walpole. 

1275. To Geobg-e Montagu. 

Paris, Sunday night. Sept. 17, 1769. 

I AM heartily tired; but, as it is too early to go to bed, 
I must tell you how agreeably I have passed the day. I 
wished for you; the same scenes strike us both, and the same 
kind of visions has amused us both ever since we were born. 

Well then! I went this morning to Versailles with my 
niece Mrs. Cholmondeley, Mrs. Hart \ Lady Denbigh’s 
sister, and the Count de Grave, one of the most amiable, 
humane, and obliging men alive. Our first object was to 


Letter 1275.—’ Jane, eldest daugli- Berkshire. Her sister Mary was the 

ter of Sir John Cotton, sixth Baro- wife of the sixth Earl of Denbigh, 
net; m. Thomas Hart, of Warfield, 
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see Madame du Barri. Being too early for mass, we saw 
tlie Dauphin and his brothers at dinner. The oldest is the 
picture of the Duke of Grafton, except that he is more fair, 
and will be taller. He has a sickly air, and no grace. The 
Count de Provence has a very pleasing countenance, with 
an air of more sense than the Count d'Artois, the genius of 
the family. They already tell as many Ions mots of the 
latter as of Henri Quatre and Louis Quatorze. He is very 
fat, and the most like his grandfather of all the children. 
You may imagine this royal moss did not occupy us long. 
Thence to the chapel, where a first row in the balconies 
was kept for us. Madame du Barri arrived over against us 
below, without rouge, without powder, and indeed sans 
avoir fait sa toilette ; an odd appearance, as she was so 
conspicuous, close to the altar, and amidst both court and 
people. She is pretty, when you consider her; yet so 
little striking, that I never should have asked who she 
was. There is nothing bold, assuming, or affected in her 
manner. Her husband’s sister was along with her. In 
the tribune above, surrounded by prelates, was the amorous 
and still handsome King. One could not help smiling at 
the mixture of piety, pomp, and carnality. From chapel 
we went to the dinner of the elder Mesdames. We were 
almost stifled in the ante-chamber, where their dishes were 
heating over charcoal, and where we could not stir for the 
press. When the doors are opened, everybody rushes in, 
Princes of the blood, cordons Mem, abb4s, housemaids, and 
the Lord knows who and what. Yet, so used are their 
Highnesses to this trade, that they eat as comfortably and 
heartily as you or I could do in our own parlours. 

Our second act was much more agreeable. We quitted 
the court and a reigning mistress, for a dead one and a 
cloister. In short, I had obtained leave from the Bishop of 
Chartres to enter into St. Cyr; and, as Madame du Deffand 
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never leaves anything undone that can give me satisfaction, 
she had written to the abbess to desire I might see every¬ 
thing that could be seen there. The Bishop^’s order was to 
admit me, Monsieur de Grave, et les dames de ma compagnie, 
I begged the abbess to give me back the order, that I might 
deposit it in the archives of Strawberry, and she complied 
instantly. Every door flew open to us: and the nuns vied 
in attentions to please us. The flrst thing I desired to see 
was Madame de Maintenon’s apartment. It consists of two 
small rooms, a libraiy, and a very small chamber, the same 
in which the Czar - saw her, and in which she died. The 
bed is taken away, and the room covered now with bad 
pictures of the royal family, which destroys the gravity and 
simplicity. It is wainscoted with oak, with plain chairs of 
the same, covered with dark blue damask. Everywhere 
else the chairs are of blue cloth. The simplicity and 
extreme neatness of the whole house, which is vast, are 
very remarkable. A large apartment above (for that I have 
mentioned is on the ground-floor), consisting of five rooms, 
and destined by Louis Quatorze for Madame de Maintenon, 
is now the infirmary, with neat white linen beds, and 
decorated with every text of Scripture by which could be 
insinuated that the foundress was a Queen. The hour of 
vespers being come, we were conducted to the chapel, and, 
as it was my curiosity that had led us thither, I was placed 
in the Maintenon’s own tribune; my company in the 
adjoining gallery. The pensioners, two and two, each band 
headed by a man, march orderly to their seats, and sing the 
whole service, which I confess was not a little tedious. The 
young ladies, to the number of two hundred and fifty, are 
dressed in black, with short aprons of the same, the latter 
and their stays bound wdth blue, yeUow, green or red, to 
distinguish the classes; the captains and lieutenants have 

2 Probably Peter the G-reat, who visited Paris in 1717. 
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knots of a different colour for distinction. Their hair is 
curled and powdered, their coiffure a sort of French round¬ 
eared caps, with white tippets, a sort of ruff and large 
tucker: in short, a very pretty dress. The nuns are en¬ 
tirely in black, with crape veils and long trains, deep white 
handkerchiefs, and forehead cloths, and a very long train. 
The chapel is plain but very pretty, and in the middle of 
the choir, under a flat marble, lies the foundress. Madame 
de Canibis, one of the nuns, who are about forty, is beautiful 
as a Madonna. The abbess has no distinction but a larger 
and richer gold cross : her apartment consists of two v(*ry 
small rooms. Of "Madame de Maintenon we did not see 
fewer than twenty pictures. The young one looking over 
her shoulder has a round face, without the least resemblance 
to those of her latter age. That in the royal mantle, of 
which you know I have a copy, is the most repeated ,• but 
there is another with a longer and leaner face, which has 
by far the most sensible look. She is in black, with a high 
point head and band, a long train, and is sitting in a chair 
of purple velvet. Before her knees stands her niece Madame 
de Noailles**^, a child; at a distance a view of Versailles or 
St. Cyr, I could not distinguish which. We were shown 
some rich religuaires^ and the corpo santo that was sent to 
her by the Pope. We were then carried into the public 
room of each class. In the first, the young ladies, who 
were playing at chess, were ordered to sing to us the choruses 
of AtJialiah*; in another, they danced minuets and country- 
dances, while a nun, not quite so able as St. Cecilia, played 
on a violin. In the others, they acted before us the proverbs 
or conversations written by Madame de Maintenon for their 
instruction—for she was not only their foundress but their 
saint, and their adoration of her memory has quite eclipsed 

® Franjoise (VAubignS, daughter Adxion Maurice, Due do Noailles. 
of the Comte d'AnbigiuS; m. (1098) ^ Eacino’s Ai/eahV:. 
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the Virgin Mary. We saw their dormitory, and saw them 
at supper; and at last were carried to their archives, where 
they produced volumes of her letters, and where one of the 
nuns gave me a small piece of paper with three sentences in 
her handwriting. I forgot to tell you that this kind dame, 
who took to me extremely, asked me if we had many 
convents and relics in England. I was much embarrassed 
for fear of destroying her good opinion of me, and so said 
we had hut few now. Oh ! we went too to the a;pot]iecairie 
where they treated us with cordials, and where one of the 
ladies told me inoculation was a sin, as it was a voluntary 
detention from mass, and as voluntary a cause of eating 
gras. Our visit concluded in the garden, now grown very 
venerable, where the young ladies played at little games 
hefoi’e us. After a stay of four hours we ^took our leave. 
I begged the abbess’s blessing; she smiled, and said she 
doubted I should not place much faith in it. She is a comely 
old gentlewoman, and very proud of having seen Madame 
de Maintenon.—Well! was not I in the right to wish you 
wdth me ? could you have passed a day more agreeably ? 

I will conclude my letter with a most charming trait of 
Madame de Mailly, which cannot be misplaced in such 
a chapter of royal concubines. Going to St. Sulpice, after 
she had lost the King’s heart, a person present deshed the 
crowd to make way for her. Some brutal young officers 
said, ^ Comment, pour cette catin-la! ’ She turned to them, 
and with the most charming modesty said, ^Messieurs, 
puisque vous me connoissez, priez Dieu pour moi.’—I am 
sure it will bring the tears into your eyes. Was she not 
the Publican and Maintenon the Pharisee ? Good night; 
I hope I am going to dream of all I have been seeing. As 
my impressions and my fancy, when I am pleased, are apt 
to be strong, my night perhaps may still be more productive 
6 So in MS. 
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of ideas than the day has boon. It will be chamiing indeed 
if Madame de Cambis is the ruling tint. Adieu I 

Yours ever, 

H. W. 

127r. To Sir Horace Mann. 

Calais, Oct. 8, 1769. 

You see, my dear Sir, I am impatient to gather up the 
thread of our correspondence, which my journey to Paris 
interrupted. I have not, in truth, all the merit I could 
wish in beginning my letter two or throe days before it can 
set out (for I intend it shall not be fit to send from hence), 
but here I am, locked up by a favourable wind, a very 
tantalizing circumstance.. . . ^ In short, this favourable gale 
keeps all the vessels on the other coast, and will not suffer 
a single one to step and fetch me. However, I shall wait 
here, and not return to Paris, like my Lady Orford. Do 
you know, that she has literally been here twice, and 
whether from fear, or from illness, as she pretended, went 
back to Paris, and, I believe, before I left it, was on her 
return to Italy. I heard of nobody that saw her, but my 
cousin the minister^, and Madame Geoffrin, who was not 
at all flattered with this wise woman from the East coming 
to worship her, but gave me a ridiculous account of the 
emgressemmt and homage of the Countess, who kissed her 
all over with a pilgrim’s fervour. She described, too, 
a poor emaciated, low-spirited knight of St. Stephen 
who is said to be a savan% but who, Madame Geoffrin 
thinks, wasted in the occult sciences. Who is this poor 
Paladin? and did you ever hear of a more absurd ex¬ 
pedition ? 


Letter 1276.—i Passage omitted. des Afi'airos at Iv, ris. Walpole. 
^Robert Walpole, fourth son of » Cavalier Mo/zi. Walpole. 
Hoiatio, first Lord Walpole, Charge 
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The absurdity of the French is not inferior. Instead of 
vaunting his military prowess, they cry down Paoli as 
a rank coward. I own I think he has not dignified the 
catastrophe of his story, and I shall admire him still less, 
if it is true, as the French say, that he has secured a great 
fortune on the Continent I but sure it is not their business 
to lower their own conquest. The Prince de Beauvau*, 
who is by no means the amiable man we thought he would 
prove, but at once full of all the pride and meanness of 
Versailles, told me that the Emperor, in a letter, had said 
of Paoli, minuit praesentia famam, I do not believe it; in 
the first place, because even a commonplace quotation is 
a pitch above an emperor, and, in the second place, because 
you told me with what esteem the Emperor had spoken 
of him. By our papers, I find that his praesentia has not at all 
minuited his famam chez nous. You shall know more about 
him when I arrive. As yet I have not heard whether he 
joins Wilkes, or is enlisted by the ministry against my 
Lord Chatham. 

To be serious, I doubt affairs wear a very unpromising 
aspect j at least, I, who have heard nothing in my absence, 
collect so much from the newspapers; and if they strike 
me in that light, what effect will they have upon you at 
a greater distance ! I lament this the more deeply, as I 
come from a place where I have seen how much we are 
hated, and where I am certain there are such bad designs 
against us. The Due de Choiseul will never forgive his 
inferiority in the late war: his ambition is unbounded; 
and if the times resemble those of Charles I, we shall find 
in him another Richelieu. I have no doubt of his having 
already tampered with Wilkes ; but, as he dreads the pre¬ 
dominant star of Lord Chatham, I dropped, as by accident, 

^ Son to tlie Prince de Craon, wiiere the Prince de Beanvan was 
President of the Council at Florence, brought np. Waipole. 
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to a confidant of the Due’s, that if the latter did not wish 
a war, nothing could be so imprudent as to encourage 
Wilkes, whose faction would bring back Lord Chatham; 
and Lord Chatham, war. 

You do not doubt, I suppose, of the restless ambition of 
Choiseul. Every step he takes marks that it is pointed 
at us. He has settled the limits of their several dominions 
both with Sardinia and the Empress-Queen ; consequently 
avoided those rocks of offence. He has poured the Turks 
on Kussia; and he is so fond of that exploit, that before 
me at his own house, he sent for a French gazette which 
he had dictated himself, and read it—-it was to assert the 
advantages gained by the Ottomans. To his levity, in 
truth, I trust much. It is equal to his daring, and com¬ 
poses it. Fie is every instant on the point of falling by 
provoking Madame du Barri; and forgetting that his pre¬ 
decessor, the Cardinal de Bernis, was the sacrifice of his 
own insolence by insulting Madame de Pompadour. The 
Due de Choiseul treads in the same steps. The present 
journey to Fontainebleau will, I think, decide the victory, 
unless the Due bends; that is not without probability: 
a fortnight ago the mistress sent for him to ask a favour 
for a dependant. He replied, she might come to him. She 
insisted, and he went; and stayed above an hour ; and yet 
did not grant what she asked. However, the length of the 
visit did not look hostile. It is true, his sister, Madame de 
Grammont, and the Princess de Beauvau were absent. As 
their violence has blown up this flame, they will not easily 
suffer him to make his peace, by which their pride must be 
sacrificed; and as they will all be together at Fontaine¬ 
bleau (and yet the Choiseul-women will not see or King or 
mistress), it is a thousand to one but some eclat happens. 

Madame de Mirepoix ® is the soul of the opposite cabal; 

® Sister of the Prince de Beauvau. Walpole. 
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no hatred ever transcended that between her and her sister 
Beauvau. The Prince does not see his sister ; but though 
so submissive a husband, trims, and is not ill with the 
mistress. May these gentle dames continue their animosi¬ 
ties ! I have a little hope in the Emperor, and that he will 
not be a quiet spectator of the ascendant France is I’eas- 
suming. We heard at Paris that some Austrian squadrons 
are marching into Poland, in consequence, it was thought, 
of the interview with the King of Prussia. How emperors 
fall in love with this man 1 I hope the Empress-Queen will 
not deprive him of another friend, as the Eussian Empress 
did of the first. It hurts me to be forced to wish success 
to this latter Semiramis; but it is one of the curses of 
politics to couple one with those one hates; and what 
have I to do with politics ? I have done with them, and 
am going back to trifle at Strawberry. Paris revived in 
me that natural passion, the love of my country’s glory; 
I must put it out; it is a wicked passion, and breathes 
war. It is self-love and vanity at bottom, and insolence 
easily rekindles it. Well! I will go home, love my neigh¬ 
bour, and pray for peace. One does not pray heartily, 
when one prays against one’s inclination; but there is 
more merit; and besides, Christianity delights in making 
one contradict oneself. Adieu! till London. 

Arlington Street, Oct. 13tb« 

I arrived the night before last; and do not find any 
reason to change my opinion on the state of this country. 
It approaches by fast strides to some great crisis, and to me 
never wore so serious an air, except in the Eebellion. Eot 
professing prophecy from interested views, I shall be happy 
to be mistaken. 

Paoli is much approved here. The court have artfully 
adopted him, and at least crushed one egg on which faction, 

Y 2 
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and her brood-hen, Mrs. Macaulay, would have been very 
glad to have sat. He prefers being well with the Govern¬ 
ment that protects him. 

I found here the letter you sent to Mr. Morrice for me. 

There is no confirmation of Austrian squadrons entering 
Poland, but the Eussians have certainly beaten the Turks 
considerably, before Prince Gallitzin’s recall arrived. Part 
of their fleet is on the coast of Yorkshire. Sir Edward 
Hawke has no doubt of its mastering Constantinople at 
once, if it arrives there. The plan is said to be the 
Empress’s own, against the opinion of her council. Adieu! 
pray for the peace of Jerusalem. 

1277. To Gboege Montagxt. 

Strawberry Hill, Oct. 16, 1769. 

I ABRivED at my own Louvre last Wednesday night, and 
am now at my Versailles. Your last letter reached me hut 
two days before I left Paris, for I have been an age at 
Calais and upon the sea. I could execute no commission 
for you, and, in truth, you gave me no explicit one ,* but 
I have brought you a bit of china, and beg you will be 
content with a little present, instead of a bargain. Said 
china is, or will be soon, in the Custom House ; but I shall 
have it, I fear, long before you come to London. 

I am sorry those boys^ got at my tragedy. I beg you 
would keep it imder lock and key; it is not at all food for 
the public—at least not till I am food for worms, good JPercy, 
Nay, it is not an age to encourage anybody, that has the 
least vanity, to step forth. There is a total extinction of 
all taste: our authors are vulgar, gross, illiberal: the 
theatre swarms with wretched translations, and ballad 
operas, and we have nothing new but improving abuse. 

Lettek 1277.—1 Some guests of Montagu’s, with whom lie had read The 
Mysterious Mother. 
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I have blushed at Paris, when the papers came over 
crammed with ribaldry, or with Garrick’s insufferable 
nonsense about Shakspeare. As that man’s writings will 
be preserved by his name, who will believe that he was 
a tolerable actor? Cibber wrote us bad odes, but then 
Cibber wrote The Careless Husland and his own Life, 
which both deserve immortality. Garrick’s prologues and 
epilogues are as bad as his Pindarics and Pantomimes, 

I feel myself here like a swan, that, after living six 
weeks in a nasty pool upon a common, is got back into 
its own Thames. I do nothing but plume and clean myself, 
and enjoy the verdure and silver waves. Neatness and 
greenth are so essential in my opinion to the country, that 
in Prance, where I see nothing but chalk and dirty peasants, 
I seem in a terrestrial purgatory that is neither town nor 
country. The face of England is so beautiful, that I do 
not believe Tempe or Arcadia were half so rural; for both 
lying in hot climates, must have wanted the turf of our 
lawns. It is unfortunate to have so pastoral a taste, when 
I want a cane more than a crook.' We are absurd crea¬ 
tures ; at twenty, I loved nothing but London. 

Tell me when you shall be in town. I think of passing 
most of my time here till after Christmas. Adieu I 

Yours ever, 

H. W. 


1278. To THE OouHa?ESS of Uppee Ossoey. 

Arlington Street, Oct. 26, 1769. 

Who would have thought. Madam, that your Ladyship 
would thank me for having a tolerable memory! Is there 
any merit in remembering for a twelvemonth that the most 
agreeable woman in the world was always partial and good 
to me? Is it extraordinary that I should wish for her 
coming to town that I may again have the honour of seeing 
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her often, which I hope she will allow? I am certainly 
the most meritorious person in the world, if these things 
are merits. Nay, I will believe so : good Christians expect 
infinite rewards for the smallest portion of desert that they 
can screw together, an<l sift from all the cliaff of their whole 
lives; and therefore, Madam, when two or three are gathered 
together in thy name, and talk of thee, I am not only rejoiced 
that you acknowledge it, but trust that you will reward 
them in the fullness of time, by letting them see a great 
deal of you this winter. You cannot imagine how pleased 
I shall be, to be witness to your happiness, which undoubt¬ 
edly does not surprise me. I have for some time known 
the goodness and good sense of Lord Ossory, and your 
Ladyship must be very partial to him indeed, before I shall 
think your affection ill-j>laced. 

I am much obliged to your Ladyship for the two epistles 
of Voltaire, though I had seen them before. I own I thiuk 
that to Boileau one of the best things he ever wrote. Better 
judges like the last best; I am sorry to say they have not 
convinced me. There are three separate lines in the two 
epistles that strike me as perfection itself. The first is on 
Cardinal Pleury— 

Et gui n’affecta rien gue le pouvoir supreme. 

The second is the end of the same epistle, 

S>%ls ont les pr4jug6s, fen gudrirai les ombres- 
The third is in the Trois Imposteurs, 

Si Dieu n'existait pas, il faudrait Vinventer- 

The two last are inimitably bold and sublime. The first 
includes more wit and reflection than one almost ever saw 
couched in so small a compass. At the same time, while 
one admires such talents, can one help feeling a little con- 
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tempt for the author ? Is it not creating himself the pope 
of impiety to excommunicate the author of Les Trois Im- 
posteurs, as if none but the head of any Church ought to dare 
to be an unbeliever ? His low jealousy, too, against Boileau, 
whose ghost he is always nipping and pinching when he 
can, with his own almost ghostly fingers, is unworthy of 
a man who does not want such little arts to secure fame. 

When I have been mentioning such great names, how 
shall I have the confidence, Madam, to shift the subject 
to myself? I will hurry over it as fast as I can. When 
I have the honour of seeing you, you will give me your 
commands, and they shall be obeyed. 

I am lingering in town with Lord Hertford and Mr. Con¬ 
way, the latter of whom stays to see the event of poor 
Mrs. Harris’s^ illness. They have despaired of her for 
some days: yesterday she took James's powder, and as 
it had effect, there were faint hopes last night. I have just 
heard her night was bad, but as the medicine has been 
repeated I do not yet totally despair, having such confidence 
in those powders that I almost believe they would cure 
anything but the villainy of physicians. It reconciles me 
to the gout that it has no occasion for them. There is a 
little dignity, too, in it that consoles me; an insignificant 
man that grows old, wants something to give him a little 
importance ; and with my meagre figure, what with its being 
a little respectable, and what with its being a little comical, 
I find the gout does not at all succeed ill with me. People pity 
me at a distance, and smile when they see me, and as I am 
not apt to be out of humour, altogether I am very well con¬ 
tented. This last attack passed off in ten days, and I hope 
your Ladyship's pity did not last longer. Not being 
Lord Privy Seal, forgive me, Madam, if I am only your 
Ladyship’s, &c. 

Letteb 1278.—1 Mrs. Harris lived until 1774. 
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1279. To Sir Horace Mann. 

Strawberry Hill, Nov. 6, 1769. 

Before I receiye your answer about him, I must tell 
you that I have seen your friend Paoli. I found him last 
week at court, and could not believe it when I was told 
who he was. I had stood close by him for some minutes, 
taking him for an English, at least for a Scotch officer. 
Nobody sure ever had an air so little foreign! He was 
dressed in scarlet and gold, and the simplicity of his whole 
appearance had not given me the slightest suspicion of 
anything remarkable in him. Afterwards, in the circle, 
as he again stood by mo, he asked me some indifferent 
question, without knowing me. I told him, without naming 
myself, that you was my particular friend. He said he 
had written many letters to you, but believed they had 
all been intercepted. I replied, I would do him justice 
and tell you so. The King and Queen both took great 
notice of him. He has just made a tour to Bath, Oxford, 
&c., and was everywhere received with much distinction; 
so Mrs. Macaulay, it seems, has not laid him under an 
interdict. 

I know not what to say to you upon politics. The im¬ 
prudence of postponing the Parliament till after Christmas 
has given time for a large number of petitions, and more 
perhaps will follow, yet I do not think the general spirit 
so violent as it should seem from these appearances. It is 
impossible but some mob may be assembled everywhere 
to sign a petition, and then such petition is called the sense 
of the county, though in many it is nothing less; and 
besides the Scotch counties, the majority have not petitioned. 
The court will, nay must, resist the dissolution of the 
Parliament, and, if the members are not frightened for 
their re-elections, they must be strongly against such a 
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measure: their seats have too recently cost them more than 
they can afford. A dissolution would be big with every 
evil imaginable. Yet I fear the tempest is mounted tQO 
high'to evaporate without some serious mischief. The City 
of London is full of faction. In short, the evils of vast 
wealth, luxury, licence, and ambition, are ripened to a head. 
These natural causes have operated more to our present 
disorders than any specific reason. The times have pro¬ 
duced the crisis, not particular men. They are times out 
of which considerable men will grow—some great—I hope 
some good; but few, I think, of the present actors will 
be the better for the confusions we have in prospect, I sit 
on the beach and contemplate the storm, but have not that 
apathy of finding that 

Suave mari magno turbantihus aequora ventis, &c. 

I love the constitution I am used to, and wish to leave it 
behind me; and Eoman as my inclinations are, I do not 
desire to see a Caesar on the stage, for the pleasure of 
having another Brutus; especially as Caesars are more 
prolific than Brutuses. 

I seemed to have judged right, when I thought Fontaine¬ 
bleau would produce some crisis in the French ministry 
too. The letters ffom Paris look as if the mistress gained 
ground. The turn in favour of the Eussians is another 
heavy blow to the Due de Choiseul. We persuade our¬ 
selves that nothing can stop the Czarina’s progress by land. 

I have not so extraordinary an opinion of what her fleet 
will do. But seven of her ships have yet arrived on our 
coasts. They are sailed away to the Mediterranean. But 
I have not much faith in crusadoes; and yet I think they 
will do more than if they had faith, 

I hear ma beUe sceur^ is at Lyons, and intends to visit 

Letter 1279.—The Countess of Orford, Maxgaret KoUe. WaZj^U, 



330 To Sir Horace 3Iann [l 769 

us in the spring. I do not know why she should think 
the sea less tremendous in May than in September. Lord 
Pembroke is not yet returned, though replaced in the 
King’s Bedchamber. As he was turned out for running 
away with one young woman of fashion, I suppose he was 
restored for carrying off another 

Lord Bute is said to be extremely ill again, and to be 
again going abroad. The public will think his illness of 
the nature of Lord Holland’s, a fever raised by the petitions. 
It is a proverb, that gold may be bought too dear. Favour 
and gold both cost dear at present. Wilkes and Madame 
du Barri are violent lessons of what the most unthought-of 
objects may bring about. Who, that saw either of them 
in a bagnio seven years ago, expected that England and 
France would talk of nothing else ? Great men see nothing 
but the great that are in their way. Lord Bute, on the 
late King’s death, apprehended nobody but Lord Chatham. 
Methinks it would make a pretty Persian tale. Sultan 
Kourmanzor, a very potent monarch, was yet kept in 
continual alarms by the King of the Black Mountain, which 
hung over his territories, and from which he was threatened 
with daily invasion. He determined to deliver himself 
from so formidable an enemy, and assembling a mighty 
army, resolved to make himself master of the mountain. 
As he marched at the head of his troops, for he was a very 
brave Prince, he stumbled over a small pebble that lay 
in his way, and being unwieldy and encumbered with 
his robes, he could not recover himself, but falling flat on his 
face, a prodigious diamond that was set in front of his 
turban was beaten into his forehead, and occasioned a dan- 

2 ‘ Lord Pembroke was again mado Venetian bride (be was then at 
a Lord of the Bedchamber in 1769, Venice), the very night of her wed- 
withont applying; and exactly at a ding.’ {Memoirs of George Ilf ed. 
time when he was said to have car- 1894, voL i. p. 880.) 
ried off another woman, a young 
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gerous wound. The unskilfulness of the surgeons rendered 
it mortal. The pebble was picked up and presented to the 
monarch of the mountain, and, by the superstition of the 
mountaineers, was reckoned an amulet, and preservative 
against all the dangers of the state, nor would they exchange 
it for the diamond that was the more immediate cause of 
the death of their enemy. The pebble could not have hurt 
him, if he had not possessed the diamond. Adieu I 

1280. To THE Hoh. Heney Seymour Ooistway. ' 

strawberry Hill, Tuesday, Nov. 14, 1769. 

I AM here quite alone, and did not think of going to 
town till Friday for the Opera, which I have not yet seen. 
In compliment to you and your Countess, I will make an 
effort, and be there on Thursday: and will either dine 
with you at your own house, or at your brother’s ; which 
you choose. This is a great favour, and beyond my Lord 
Temple’s journey to dine with my Lord Mayor ^ I am 
so sick of the follies of all sides, that I am happy to be at 
quiet here, and to know no more of them than what I am 
forced to see in the newspapers; and those I skip over 
as fast as I can. 

The account you give me of Lady-was just the same 

as I received from Paris. I will show you a very particular 
letter I received by a private hand from thence; which 
convinces me that I guessed right, contrary to all the wise, 
that the journey to Fontainbleau would overset Monsieur 
de Choiseul. I think he holds but by a thread, which will 
snap soon. I am labouring hard with the Duchess^ to 
procure the Duke of Eichmond satisfaction in the favour 

Lettee 1280. — ^ In the second 2 Duchess of ChoiseuL Wal- 
mayoralty of William Beckford. jpoZe. 

Walpole» 
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he has asked about his duchy ^; but he shall not know it 
till it is completed, if I can bo so lucky as to succeed. 
I think I shall, if they do not fall immediately. 

You perceive how barren I am, and why I have not 
written to you. I pass my time in clipping and pasting 
prints; and do not think I have read forty pages since 
I came to England. I bought a poem called Trinculo’s Tri^ 
to the Jubilee ^ ; having been struck with two lines in an 
extract in the papers, 

^ There the ear-piercing fife, 

And the ear-piercing wife- 

Alas! all the rest, and it is very long, is a heap of 
unintelligible nonsense, about Shakspeare, politics, and 
the Lord knows what. I am grieved that, with our 
admiration of Shakspeare, we can do nothing but write 
worse than ever he did. One would think the age studied 
nothing but his Love's Labour Lost and Titus Andronicus. 
Politics and abuse have totally corrupted our taste. Nobody 
thinks of writing a line that is to last beyond the next 
fortnight. We might as well be given up to controversial 
divinity. The times put me in mind of the Constantino- 
politan empire; where, in an age of learning, the subtlest 
wits of Greece contrived to leave nothing behind them, but 
the memory of their follies and acrimony. Milton did not 
write his Paradise Lost till he had outlived his politics. 
With all his parts, and noble sentiments of liberty, who 
would remember him for his barbarous prose ? Nothing is 
more true than that extremes meet. The licentiousness of 
the press makes us as savage as our Saxon ancestors, who 

® Of Atil3ign6. Walpole. — * Le patentes do pairie 4 cause do sa re- 
duc de Eiclimond m’a parl6 aveo ligiou.’ (Madam© du Deffaud to 
beaucoup de confianoe . . . de son Horace Walpole, Nov. 2, 1769.) 
duoli6; les difficnlt^s qu’il tronve, ^ The Stratford Jubilee took place 
ou plutdfc rimpossibilit^ d© faire en- in Sept. 1769. 
registrer au parlement sos lettres ou 
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could only set their marks; and an outrageous pursuit 
of individual independence, grounded on selfish views, 
extinguishes genius as much as despotism does. The 
public good of our country is never thought of by men 
that hate half their country. Heroes confine their ambition 
to be leaders of the mob. Orators seek applause from their 
faction, not from posterity; and ministers foi'get foreign 
enemies, to defend themselves against a majority in Parlia¬ 
ment. When any Caesar has conquered Caul, I will excuse 
him for aiming at the perpetual dictature. If he has only 
jockeyed somebody out of the borough of Veii or Falernum,. 
it is too impudent to call himself a patriot or a statesman. 
Adieu! 


1281. To Sin Hoeaoe Mann. 

Arlington Street, Nov. 30, 1769. 

Ip I had writ to you last week, I should have told you 
that the scene brightens up for the court, that the petitions 
begin to grow ridiculous, and that the opposition have 
succeeded lately in no one material point. But as our 
climate is changeable, some new clouds have appeared in 
the sky. The Irish are the new actors, and wiU give 
trouble; though they began their session with a com¬ 
plaisance not much expected from them, considering how 
wrong their heads are. After voting the very necessary 
augmentation of three thousand men, they have thrown 
out a money bill, and it is a question whether their Parlia¬ 
ment must not be prorogued with a high hand. As any 
national calamity is a gain to aspiring patriots, this 
contretemps is very pleasing to ours. Then the talk of 
a war has done my Lord Chatham more good than 
hellebore. It is worth putting off a fit of madness, 
when one has a chance of being distracted upon a larger 
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scale. I do not seriously think France ready for war, but 
we are strangely tempting; and as they outsee everything 
they hear, they will be apt to think us in greater confusion 
than we are. Yet, if they have tolerable intelligence, they 
must know that we have a fleet to make their hearts ache. 
Our navy never was so formidable, and in such brilliant 
order. 

By the letters you must have received, you will have 
found how punctual I have been from the moment of my 
return. I believe I have received all yours. The last 
shocked me with the account of the French barbarities in 
Oorsica. Why are they not trumpeted all over Europe? 
Cowardice in the attack was too naturally followed by 
cruelty after conquest—yet we call Iroquois barbarians! 
I believe Choiseul thoroughly exasperated, but did not 
think he had so feminine a mind. Nothing has answered 
but their diminutive triumph over the poor Corsicans. 
They are totally bafiied in Sweden; and nothing ever 
answered worse than the holy Turkish war they have 
excited against the Czarina—yet methinks I wish her fleet 
was not so long hobbling into the Mediterranean! If the 
Pope has disappointed France and Spain, he has done no 
more than I foretold. He imitated the lowly virtues of 
Sixtus Quintus before his exaltation too much, not to end 
a Jesuit. Is it true that he cites the King of Prussia as an 
intercessor for the order? 

The Due de Choiseul maintains his ground against the 
mistress. She has lately been so well bred as, when at 
whist with the King, to make faces at the minister, if he 
was her partner. Solomon thought this a little too strong, 
and has reprimanded his beloved. Yet, considering that he 
loves canticles better than wai', I should think she would 
recover her advantages if the minister should involve the 
pacific monarch in another war. 
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You may imagine we have no kind of news but politics, 
considering how much we have of the latter. It is our 
meat, drink, and clothing—meat to our printers, drink to 
our ministers, who settle all over a bottle, and is intended 
for clothing to our Patriots. We have always talked of the 
goodness of our constitution. It must be a very tough one, 
if it can stand all its distempers and all its physicians. The 
latter have not even the modesty of the Pharisees. !None of 
them blush to cast the first stone at a sister sinner: nor does 
the sister obey the precept, ^ G-o, and sin no more.’ 

I have heard the true history of a certain Countess’s 
uncertain wanderings. It seems, there is a Cavalier Mozzi, 
who, you must know, attends her peregrinations, as Cytheris 
did Antony’s; but who not having it so much in his power 
to contribute to her pleasures, pleads very bad health, 
though even beyond the truth. I should not have thought 
her likely to be governed by an 6picise —but so it is. He 
has enriched himself to her cost, and fearing that her son 
might cross his interest, dragged her back twice from 
Calais. This came from a physician who accompanied 
them, and is now here; and who affirms that the cavalier 
often pressed him to be of parties at houses of pleasure, 
inconsistent with the fidelity of a true knight. 

I believe I did not tell you how I was diverted at Paris 
with Monsieur d’Aubeterre \ their late Ambassador at 
Eome. I was taking notice that all the new houses at 
Paris were built a la grecgue. He said, with all the 
contempt that ignorance feels when it takes itself for 
knowledge, ^ Bon I there is nothing in that; it is all stolen 
from the frieze of the Pantheon.’ With much difficulty 
I discovered that he thought the Doric fret comprehended 
all Greek architecture. This was after passing six years 

Letter 1281.—^ Josepli Henri Bouchard d’Esparbez (1714-1788), Marquis 
d’Anbeterre. 
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at Rome. As all other nations observe most what they 
have never seen before, the French never look but at what 
they have been used to see all their lives. If something 
foreign arrives at Paris, they either think they invented it, 
or that it has always been thei-e. It is lucky for us that 
D’Aubeterres are common among them. Adieu ! 

1282. To THE Countess of Uppee Ossoey. 

Arlington Street, Dec. 5, 1769. 

I HAD too great regard to your Ladyship's amusement to 
send you, though you ordered me, such old trash as my 
writings, which are too trifling and careless to deserve 
a second reading. When you come to town, which I tinist 
will be sooner than you announce, I will look out for 
anything your Ladyship wants, if you still should believe 
you want any; but it is impossible in cold blood to make 
up a packet of one's own rubbish, and send it deliberately 
into the country. If there was anything new, but what 
never is new, political pamphlets, I would send it. Voltaire’s 
pieces I return with thanks, and beg pardon for having 
forgotten them. Q-eorge Selwyn is, I think, the only person 
remaining who can strike wit out of the present politics. 
On hearing Calcraft wanted to be Earl of Ormond, he said 
it would be very proper, as no doubt there had been many 
Butlers in his family. 

Cranford is actually gone to Paris, only I suppose that he 
may not be back in time for the meeting of the Parliament, 
unless Lord Holland drives him home. Mrs. George Gren¬ 
ville ^ is supposed to be dead by this time, as the express of 
yesterday said she was given over. Dr. Duncan went 
down, but with no hopes. Lady Betty Germain^ is very 

Letter 1282 .—^ She died on Deo. 6,1769. 

2 She died on Dec. 16, 1769. 
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near it too, and I suppose tlie hopes and fears of her 
legatees are on tiptoe. 

There is a new comedy at Covent Garden, called The 
Brothers^, that has great success, though I am told it is 
chiefly owing to the actors; an obligation I should not have 
thought any play would have had to the present actors at 
either house. From the operas I am almost beaten out. 
As if either the Guadagni or the Zamparin had a voice, 
there are two parties arisen who alternately encore both in 
every song, and the operas last to almost midnight. What 
a charm there must be in contradiction, when it can prevent 
one’s being tired of what one is tired to death. 

Monsieur de Chatelet is expected this evening with the 
olive branch in his mouth. Madame does not come yet, 
which I am very sorry for, being so unpopular as to like 
her extremely,—but I choose to be unpopular, lest I should 
be chosen alderman for some ward or other, and there is 
one just now vacant. I hope they will elect Mrs. Macaulay. 
I believe I have told your Ladyship all the news except 
politics, and those I endeavour to know as little of as I can, 
having nothing to do any longer with either dissolution or 
resurrection; nor a grain of vh’tue that I intend to carry 
to market, and which I think is the only commodity that 
sells as dear at second-hand as it did when it was first 
exposed for sale. I think of Patriots and statesmen alike, 
and pretty much as Voltaire does of authors in the last two 
lines of the enclosed— 

Entre les team esprits on verra Vunion, 

Mais qui ^ou^ra jamais souper avec Freron ? 

I hope I need say nothing to convince Lord Ossory of my 
regard. If I do, your Ladyship, I am sure, can best add any¬ 
thing that is wanted to make it agreeable to him, to increase 
that regard, he must bring your Ladyship soon to London. 

* By B-ichard Cumbexland. 


WALPOLE. VII 
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1283. To Geoege Montagu. 

Arlington Street, Dec. 14, 1769. 

I CANNOT be silent, when I feel for you. I doubt not but 
the loss of Mrs. Trevor is very sensible to you, and I am 
heartily sorry for you. One cannot live any time, and not per¬ 
ceive the world slip away, as it were, from under one’s feet. 
One’s friends, one’s connections drop oiff, and indeed reconcile 
one to the same passage—^but why repeat these things ? I 
do not mean to write a fine consolation j all I intended was 
to tell you that I cannot be indifferent to what concerns you. 

I know as little how to amuse you. News there are none 
but politics, and politics there will be as long as we have 
a shilling left. They are no amusement to me, except in 
seeing two or three sets of people worry one another, for 
none of whom I care a straw. 

Mr. Cumberland has produced a comedy called The 
Brothers, It acts well, but reads ill, though I can distin¬ 
guish strokes of Mr. Bentley in it. Very few of the 
characters are marked, and the serious ones have little 
nature, and the comic ones are rather too much marked— 
however, the three middle acts diverted me very well. 

I saw the Bishop of Durham ^ at Carlton House, who told 
me he had given you a complete suit of armour. I hope you 
will have no occasion to lock yourself in it, though, between 
the fools and the knaves of the present time, I don’t know 
but we may be reduced to defend our castles. 

If you retain any connections with Northampton, I should 
be much obliged to you if you could procure thence a print 
of an Alderman Backwell It is valuable for nothing but 
its rarity, and is not to be met with but there. I would 
give eight or ten shillings rather than not have it. 

Lkttick 1283.-1 Hon. Kichard « Edward Backwell (d, 1683), 

Trevor. Alderman and g:oldamith.. 
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When shall you look towards us ? how does your brother 
John? make my compliments to him. I need not say to 
you how much I am yours ever, 

H. W. 

1284. To Lady Mary Coke. 

Arlington Street, Dec. 14tb, 1769. 

Lady Betty Mackinsy tells me, Madam, that you have 
asked what is become of me, and why nobody mentions me. 
I cannot wonder they do not, but I am extremely flattered 
with your inquiring. When one is far from being a novelty, 
or when one creates no novelties, one is easily forgotten in 
such a world as London. I write no libels, want no place, 
and occasion no divorce. What rights have I then to 
occupy a paragraph in a letter? Quiet virtues or small 
faults are drowned in the noise and nonsense of the times. 
But this is more than was necessary. I hope it will procure 
me a considerable return of information about yourself, 
Lady Mary. I hear you have seen Voltaire and learned 
many particulars about Madame de Sevigne and the 
Grignans. I am ready to print all you shall impart. If 
any draughtsmen grow in that part of the world, pray 
bring over a drawing of Grignan. You should visit 
Avignon and inquire after good Kang Eene, the father 
of Margaret of Anjou, and his portrait and his paintings; 
and you must read the life of Petrarch in three quartos, 
and make a pilgrimage to the Sainte Baumeb These 
journeys will amuse you more than Aix. Then you may 
learn all you can about the Parliaments of Love and the 
Provencal poets. Such pursuits are much more amusing 
than Intendants and Intendantes, and their awkward imita- 

Li:ttkb 1284.—^Not in C.; reprinted pilgrimage in tbe moTintains of 
from Letters and Journals of Lady Sainte-Banme in Provence (now in 
Mary Coke, vol. iii p. 193, n. 1. tbe department of Var). It was de- 

1 A famous convent and place of stroyed during the Eevolntion. 

Z 2 
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tions of the manners of Paris. I do not attempt to tell 
you any news, as your sisters are sucli excellent corre¬ 
spondents. Lady Stratford looks particularly well: Lady 
Ailesbury I think quite recovered. Our box is rarely 
inhabited, the two last being but just arrived, and your 
sister ready to return. The operas are commended and 
deserted. I desert but cannot commend them. Lady Betty 
Germain, I should think, would be dead before you can 
receive this. Our loo parties are receiving a great loss by 
the departure of Mello*, who is suddenly recalled to fill 
a chief place in the ministry, on the death of Monsieur 
d’Oyras’s brother. Everybody regrets him, and he, I believe, 
will regret us. Madame du Chatelet is returned with her 
husband ,* but take notice, Madam, I do not announce this 
to you as good news. Such a scanty letter as this is scarce 
worth sending so far, yet as it is embalmed in gratitude, 
I trust it will keep sweet. A month hence there will be 
news enough, but as there will probably be none that will 
do us honour, I am rather glad to write during the least 
interval of folly: one does not blush while one’s letter is 
opened at a foreign bureau. Poor Mrs. Harris, though out 
of danger, does not recover her strength. She spoke to me 
in the warmest terms t’other night of your Ladyship’s 
goodness to her. I hope you are well guarded with James’ 
powders. ,When I have so little to say for myself, you will 
not wonder, Madam, nobody said anything for me, but 
I could not help expressing my obligations and assuring 
you that 

I am always 

Lady Mary’s 

Most devoted 

Humble servant, 

Hok. Walpole. 

2 Portuguese Ambassador iu London, 
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1285. To THE Ebv. ‘William Cole. 

Dear Sir, Arlington street, Dec. 14, 1769. 

This is merely a line to feel my way, and to know how to 
direct to you. Mr. Granger thinks you are established at 
Milton, and thither I address it. If it reaches you, you will 
be so good as to let me know, and I will write again soon. 

Yours ever. 

1286. To THE Eev. William Cole. 

Dear Sir, Arlington Street, Dec. 21, 1769. 

I am very grateful for aU your communications and for 
the trouble you are so good as to take for me. I am glad 
you have paid Jackson, though he is not only dear (for the 
prints he has got for me are very common), but they are not 
what I wanted, and I do not believe were mentioned in my 
list. However, as paying him dear for what I do not want 
may encourage him to hunt for what I do want, I am very 
well content he should cheat me a little. I take the liberty 
of troubling you with a list I have printed (to avoid copying 
it several times), and beg you will be so good as to give it to 
him, telling him these are exactly what I do want, and no 
others. I will pay him well for any of these, especially 
those marked thus x; and still more for those with double 
or treble marks. The print I want most is the Jacob HaU. 
I do not know whether it is not one of the ^ London Cries,’ 
but he must be very sure it is the right. I will let you 
know certainly when Mr. West comes to town, who has one. 

I shall be very happy to contribute to your garden; and 
if you will let me have exact notice in Eebruary how to send 

Letter 1286.—^Not in C.; printed in 4to ed. (1818) of letters to Cole, 

p. 68. 
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the shrubs, they shall not fail you; nor anything else by 
which I can pay you any part of my debts. I am much 
pleased with the Wolsey and Cromwell, and beg to thank 
you and the gentleman from whom they came. Mr. Tyson’s 
etchings will be particularly acceptable. I did hope to have 
seen or heard of him in October. Pray tell him he is a visit 
in my debt, and that I will trust him no longer than to next 
summer. Mr. Bentham \ I find, one must trust and trust 
without end. It is a pity so good a sort of man should be 
so faithless. Make my best compliments, however, to him, 
and to my kind host and hostess. 

I found my dear old blind friend at Paris perfectly well, 
and am returned so myself. London is very sickly, and 
full of bilious fevers, that have proved fatal to several 
persons, and in my Lord Gower’s family have even seemed 
contagious. The weather is uncommonly hot, and we want 
frost to purify the air. 

I need not say, I suppose, that the names scratched out 
in my list are of such prints as I have got since I printed it, 
and therefore what I no longer want. If Mr. Jackson only 
stays at Cambridge till the prints drop into his mouth, 
I shall never have them. If he would take the trouble of 
going to Bury, Norwich, Ely, Huntingdon, and such great 
towns, nay, look about in inns, I do not doubt but he would 
find at least some of them. He would be no loser by 
taking pains for me; but I doubt he chooses to be a great 
gainer without taking any. I shall not pay for any that 
are not in my list—but I ought not to trouble you, dear 
Sir, with these particulars. It is a little your own fault, for 
you have spoiled me. 

Lkttkr 1286.—Eev. James Ben- in the publication of Bentham’s 
tham (1708-1794), Minor Canon of History of Ely Cathedral^ wliioli was 
Ely; at this time Vicar of Eeltwell begun in 1766, and published in 
St. Nicholas in Norfolk. Horace 1771. 

Walpole probably refers to the delay 
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Mr. Essex distresses me by his civility. I certainly would 
not have given him that trouble, if I had thought he 
would not let me pay him. Be so good as to thank him 
for me, and to let me know if there is any other way I could 
return the obligation. I hope, at least, he will make me 
a visit at Strawberry HiU, whenever he comes westward. 
I shall be very impatient to see you, dear Sir, both there 
and at Milton. 

Your faithful humble servant, 

Hob. Walpole. 

1287. To Sir Horace Mann. 

Arlington Street, Dec. 31, 1769. 

I WROTE to you on the first of this month, and am now 
going to write on the last of it, to close a year that has laid 
so many ominous eggs. Whether the next will crush or 
hatch them, we shall soon have some chance of foreseeing. 
In some respects, the prospect is a little mended. The 
petitions have contracted an air of ridicule from the 
ridiculous undertakers that have been forced to parade into 
different counties to supply the place of all the gentlemen, 
who have disdained to appear and countenance them. Lord 
Chatham, however, who is so necessitous that he is forced 
to put to sea again, and to hope for a storm, dresses out the 
cause in as big words as he can; but as Wilkes’s virtue is 
more in fashion than his Lordship’s eloguence, and as that 
martyr has quarrelled, in print, with both Demosthenes and 
Cicero, Chatham and Grenville, the two latter gain no 
popularity. The riots, that were so hopefully nursed up 
against the execution of the weavers, were very near falling 
on the heads of the tribunes, Townshend ’ and Sawbridge ® ; 

Letter1287.—'^ James Townshend 2 jolm Sawbridge (d. 1795), M.P. 
(d. 1787), M.P. for West Looe. for Hytbe. He was ajo. ardent sup- 
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and they were glad at the second to pacify the waves ; 
praestat componere. Ireland, that was on the point of falling 
into the last confusion by a prorogation of the Parliament, 
which the opposition had incurred the penalty of, by reject¬ 
ing a trifling money bill before the capital money bills were 
passed, is saved by the prorogation being prudently deferred 
till this great object was carried, and a prorogation now 
would have very little consequence. 

It is not less fortunate that the extreme distress of France 
prevents her from interfering (take notice I say openly) in 
our confusions. Monsieur du Chatelet is returned, as mild 
and pacific as if Sir Edward Hawke was lying before Brest 
with our late thunderbolt in his hand. Their distress for 
money is certainly extreme. Dinvaux (ChoiseuFs favourite 
Comptroller-General) has been forced to resign, re infecta, 
and it is said that the Due declined to name another, urging, 
that having recommended the two last to no purpose, he 
desired the Chancellor might find one. As Maupeou** is of the 
opposite faction, his naming the new Comptroller-General 
has but an ill look for the minister—at least it is plain that 
Choiseul sees the impossibility of making brick without 
straw, and chooses to miscarry no more. I have been told 
here that even their army is unpaid. I may add, to the 
amendment of our prospect, that the City itself has taken 
alarm, and does not care to give itself up to the new 
levellers. The latter having attempted to change the 
Common Council this Christmas, have not succeeded in 
carrying above eight new members. 

This is all mighty well: symptoms are comforts, not 

porter of Wilkes, and as Sheriff of snred the populace that ho had done 
London returned him five times as all in his power to save the criminals, 
member for Middlesex. Sawbridgo ^ Ben6 Nicolas Charles Auguste 
was Lord Mayor in 1776--6. At the de Maupoou (1714-1792). He was 
execution of two weavers, condemned generally detested, and was disgraced 
for destroying looms, Sawbridgo as- and exiled in 1774. 
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cures. Opposition tkreatens, grave men sliake their heads ; 
many fancy they fear, and many do fear. The best observers 
see no attention, no system, and truly very slender abilities 
in the opposite scale ! yet I think the ferment will dissipate. 
I have seen the Pretender at Derby, the House of Lords 
striding to aristocracy at the end of the last reign, the 
crown making larger steps at the beginning of this. The 
mob are now led on to the destruction of the constitution: 
why should the people, the least formidable part, though 
the most impetuous in the onset, be more successful than 
the other branches? The whole legislature, too, is now 
engaged in one cause. 

Methinks these various vibrations of the scale show how 
excellently well the constitution is poised. But what 
signifies anticipating what nine days will give some light 
into? Yet, administration has a difficult game to play, 
when both great firmness and great temper are absolutely 
necessary. The licentiousness of abuse surpasses all example. 
The most savage massacre of private characters passes for 
sport; but we have lately had an attack made on the King 
himself, exceeding the North Briton* Such a paper has 
been printed by the famous Junius, whoever he is, that it 
would scarce have been written before Charles I was in 
Carisbrook Castle. The Dukes of Gloucester and Cumberland 
are as little spared ; the former for having taken a wife for 
himself—so says the North Briton ; observe, J do not say so; 
and the latter, for having taken another man’s—^for opposite 
actions are equally criminal in the spectacles of opposition, 
the two glasses of which are always made, the one to see black 
as white, the other white as black, and also both to see that 
white and black are both black. To be sure, the younger 
Highness has had the mishap of being surprised, at least 
once, with my Lady Grosvenor, who is actually discarded by 
her Lord. Indeed there was none of that proof which my 



346 


To Sir Horace Mann 


[1770 

Lady Townshend once said there was in another case, when, 
being asked if there was any proof, she said, ‘ Lord, child, 
she was all over proof/ In the present case the lovers were 
only locked into a room together. 

Well! we are not singular. Another Junius has appeared 
in Portugal. There it seems they write satires with a club 
—the first instance, I suppose, of thrashing a King His 
Majesty received two blows on his shoulder and his arm, 
intended, a la Junienne, at his head. The Queen instantly 
called for a gun to shoot the bruiser herself. ‘ No,’ said the 
King, ‘arrest him.’ They tell a melancholy story for the 
assassin ; that, having lost a commission, he gave a memorial 
to the King, who bade him give it to the Secretary at War, 
which the poor creature did not think a likely method of 
redress. He was then prosecuted for not paying his tax 
out of nothing. Despair carried him to the fountain head ; 
yet I doubt M. d’Oeyras will discover a plot; and lop some 
more noble heads. I have often said, and oftener think, that 
this world is a comedy to those that think, a tragedy to those that 
feel —a solution of why Democritus laughed and Heraclitus 
wept. The only gainer is History, which has constant 
opportunities of showing the various ways in which men 
can contrive to be fools and knaves. The record pretends 
to be written for instruction, though to this hour no mortal 
has been the better or wiser for it. Adieu ! 

P.S., Jan. 2, 1770. 

Last night we heard that the Lord Lieutenant has pro¬ 
rogued the Irish Parliament for three months; but, 
fortunately, the money bills were passed fii^st. 


* Joseph I; d. 1777. 
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1288. To Loed Hailes. 

SlE, Arlington Street, Jan. 1, 1770. 

I have read with great pleasure and information your 
History of Scottish Councils. It gave me much more 
satisfaction than I could have expected from so dry 
a subject. It will be perused, do not doubt it, by men of 
taste and judgement; and it is happy that it will be read 
without occasioning a controversy. The curse of modern 
times is, that almost everything does create controversy, 
and that men who are willing to instruct or amuse the 
world have to dread malevolence and interested censure, 
instead of receiving thanks. If your part of our country 
is at all free from that odious spirit, you are to be envied. 
In our region we are given up to every venomous mis¬ 
chievous passion, and as we behold all the public vices 
that raged in and destroyed the remains of the Eoman 
Commonwealth, so I wish we do not experience some of 
the horrors that brought on the same revolution. When 
we see men who call themselves patriots and friends of 
liberty attacking the House of Commons, to what. Sir, 
can you and I, who are really friends of liberty, impute 
such pursuits, but to interest and disappointed ambition? 
When we see, on one hand, the prerogative of the crown 
excited against Parliament, and on the other, the Elng and 
royal family traduced and insulted in the most shameless 
manner, can we believe that such a faction is animated by 
honesty or love of the constitution? When, as you very 
sensibly observe, the authors of grievances are the loudest 
to complain of them, and when those authors and their 
capital enemies shake hands, embrace, and join in a common 
cause, which set can we believe most or least sincere? And 
when every set of men have acted every part, to whom shall 
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tlie woll-meaning look up ? What can tho latter do, but sit 
with folded arms and pray for miracles? Yes, Sir, they may 
weep over a prospect of ruin too probably approaching, and 
regret a glorious country nodding to its fall, when Tictory, 
wealth, and daily universal improvements, might make it 
the admiration and envy of the world ! Is the crown to be 
forced to be absolute! Is Ciesar to enslave us, because he 
conquered Gaul I Is some Cromwell to trample on us, 
because Mrs. Macaulay approves the army that turned out 
the House of Commons, tho necessary consequence of such 
mad notions I Is eloquence to talk or write us out of 
ourselves ? or is Catiline to save us, lut so as ly fire ? Sir, 
I talk thus freely, because it is a satisfaction, in ill-looking 
moments, to vent one’s apprehensions in an honest bosom. 
You will not, I am sure, suffer my letter to go out of your 
own hands. I have no views to satisfy or resentments to 
gratify. I have done with the world, except in the hopes 
of a quiet enjoyment of it for the few years I may have to 
come; but I love my country, though I desire and expect 
nothing from it, and I would wish to leave it to posterity, 
as secure and deserving to be valued, as I found it. 
Despotism, or unbounded licentiousness, can endear no 
nation to any honest man. The French can adore the 
monarch that starves them, and banditti are often attached 
to their chief; hut no good Briton can love any constitution 
that does not secure the tranquillity and peace of mind 
of all. 

1289. To Sib Hobaoe Mann. 

Arlington Street, Jan. 10, 1770. 

The great day ^ is over, and you will not be sorry to hear 
the event of it in both Houses. Without doors everything 
was quiet, except some cries in favour of Wilkes. Lord 
LKTTBit 1289.—^ The opening of Parliament on Jan, 9, 1770. 
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Chatham, who, Lord Temple said, was gi-own so violent that 
he could not moderate him, made his appearance and two 
long speeches, but, like an old beauty in an unfashionable 
dress, which became her in her youth, he found that his 
charms are no longer killing. Lord Mansfield answered 
his first speech, and Lord Sandwich defied any lord in the 
House to make sense out of the second. The object of the 
day was to create a breach between the two Houses, by an 
amendment proposed by Lord Chatham to the address in 
which the House should inquire into the grievance of the 
Middlesex election. Their Lordships were so little disposed 
to quarrel with their good brethren the Commons, though 
the Chancellor^ himself laboured the point against the 
court, that at ten at night the motion was rejected by an 
hundred to thirty-six. Old Myra, in her fardingale, will 
probably not expose herself again to neglect this session. 

The other House sat till one in the mommg, where 
the court also triumphed; though Lord Granby and the 
Solicitor-General Dunning deserted to the minority; yet the 
latter were but 138 to 254. Thus ends the mighty bluster 
of petitions; which, notwithstanding all the noise and 
labour bestowed on them, have not yet been presented from 
about nine or ten counties of the fifty-two. They would 
come limping now to very little pm-pose. The most serious 
part is the defection of Lord Granby; for though he has 
sunk his character by so many changes, a schism in the 
army would be very unpleasant, especially as there are men 
bad enough to look towards rougher divisions than Parlia¬ 
mentary. I hope the ministers will have sense and temper 
enough to stop the progress of this wound. I shall not 
think them very wise if they dismiss the Chancellor Such 
union in the whole legislature will reduce the present 
factions to insignificance, if not attended by presumption 
2 Lord Camden. Walpole* 
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and excess of confidence. The clouds that hung over us 
are certainly dispelled by the success of yesterday; but, as 
folly assembled them, it may assemble them again. Yet, 
when I say clouds are dispersed, you will imderstand only 
those vapours drawn up into petitions. Where so many 
caldrons full of passions are boiling, they are not extin¬ 
guished by one wet sheet of votes. 

Still it is most fortunate that France is so utterly unable 
to profit of our difficulties. Binvaux, M. de Choiseul’s 
favourite Comptroller-General, has been obliged to resign; 
yet I believe the defect of resources was more in their 
circumstances than in the man. Madame du Barri has been 
raining honours and preferments on her creatures: Madame 
de Mirepoix has obtained les grandes entries ; so has the 
Comte de Broglie ; and Monsieur de Castries has had a 
new military post created for him. These look to me as 
signals fixed to warn the minister to resign. 

Much, I own, I do not expect from the Kussian fleet, 
though I do not believe in the great naval force which, 
the French pretend, is prepared at Constantinople. It will 
be unlucky for the faithful, if the Czarina does demolish 
the Ottoman Empire, that the present generation will not 
trouble themselves to prove this era foretold by the 
Eevelations. The abasement of the Pope is a terrible 
counterpart to such a triumph. 

Friday, 12tli. 

Though the court is singing lo Paeans, the campaign is 
far from being at an end. A most unheard-of attack has 
been made on the House of Commons. Sir George Savile, 
a man of great fortune, spotless character, and acute though 
injudicious head, has twice told them to their faces that 
they sit illegally, having betrayed their trust, and that he 
was ready to receive the punishment for telling them so. 
Burke, not quite so rich, nor immaculate, but of better 
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abilities, has twice said as much, and allowed that he ought 
to be sent to the Tower for what he said, but knew their 
guilt was too great to let them venture to commit him. 
Hitherto this language has been borne; but as there is not 
so great a mule as a martyr, I have no doubt but these two 
saints will insist on receiving the crown of glory; and, it is 
said, many more will demand the honour of sharing their 
cross. This will be a more respectable rubric than Wilkes’s. 
We shall see whether Saints Simon and Jude or St. Beel¬ 
zebub wrill have most followers. Nay, but this is very 
unpleasant! It urges fast to sanguinary decision. I hear 
too that the victors will certainly dismiss the Chancellor, 
and that Lord Granby will resign ® in consequence. More 
and more madness! What has the ministry and Parliament 
to do, but to lie by and let all the provocation take its rise 
from the opposite faction? Is it wise to furnish sedition 
with reasons ? 

There is a tolerable episode opened in Ireland, where the 
Lord Lieutenant has been forced to prorogue the Parliament 
for three months; so nearly do we tread in the steps of 
1641 ! I sit by, unconnected with aU parties, but viewing 
the whole with much concern, and wishing I could put my 
trust in any for delivering us out of these calamities; but 
I doubt it is too far gone to subside without a convulsion ; 
and in what can a convulsion end but in the destruction of 
our constitution ? What hopes has liberty, whether Charles 
or Oliver prevail? As some revolution may happen any 
day, be cautious for your own sake what you reply to me, 
I always say less than I could, because I consider how 
many post-house ordeals a letter must pass; and I am not 
desirous our enemies should know more than it is vain to 
attempt to keep from them. Adieu! 


s He was Master-Greneral of the Ordnance. 
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1290. To Sib Hoeace Mank. 

Arlington Street, Jan. 18, 1770. 

Affairs are so serious, and in so critical a situation, that 
I am sure you would not think my letters too frequent if 
I wrote every post. Nothing proves the badness of generals, 
like an ill use of a great victoiy. Ours have not hurt their 
own success by neglecting to pursue it, but by pursuing it 
too far. Lord Huntingdon was turned out the next day, 
not for having joined the enemy, but merely for having 
absented himself: for him, he has played the fool; he has 
no strength of his own, and had no support but the King; 
and so falls unpitied. Lord Bristol was immediately trans¬ 
ferred from the Privy Seal to be Groom of the Stole. Lord 
Coventry, already more than wavering towards the opposi¬ 
tion, seized that pretence of quarrelling, and resigned his 
post in the Bedchamber. 

A more unlucky event is the resignation of the Duke of 
Beaufort, who took up the same minute for giving up his 
Mastership of the Horse to the Queen, because he could not 
wrench the lieutenancy of two Welsh counties from Morgan 
of Tredegar, the old Whig enemy of his house, and the 
more potent in Parliament. However, as the Duke was 
the first convert of his family from Jacobitism, his defection 
is to be lamented, and may carry back some of the Tories. 

But the most imprudent step has been the dismission of 
the Chancellor, and that before any preparation was made 
for a successor. The Seals were indeed privately offered to 
Lord Mansfield, who refused them, but published the offer; 
and then to Mr. Yorke ; but the Chancellor heard the news 
by common report, before he had received the least notifica¬ 
tion of his disgrace. Though I believe he did not intend to 
remain in office, these slights will not have soothed him. 
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They have hurried on, too, the resignation of Lord Granby, 
who yesterday gave up the command of the army and the 
Ordnance, only reserving his regiment of Blues. 

You may imagine how these events have raised the spirits 
and animosity of the opposition; but the greatest blow is 
yet to come. Mr. Yorke, the night before last, absolutely 
declined the Seals, though the great object of his life and of 
his variations; but terror and Lord Eockingham pulled 
more forcibly the other way. There is nobody else; the 
Chief Justice Wilmot’s health will not allow hiTrs to take 
them, and the Attorney-General ^ cannot be spared from the 
House of Commons, where it is supposed Dunning, the 
Solicitor-General, will follow his friend the Chancellor, 
especially as he spoke on the same side the first day. When 
the Seals go a-begging, and the army is abandoned by the 
popular general, you will not think the circumstances of 
administration very flourishing. Well! you will not be 
more astonished than I was yesterday, at four o’clock, to 
hear that Mr. Yorke had just accepted, and is Chancellor. 
The rage of the opposition speaks the importance of this 
acquisition to the court. It will be great indeed if it stops 
the tide of resignations. The ministers have gained still 
more time by an accident; the Speaker^ has been seized 
with a paralytic disorder, and is thought dying. Yesterday 
he sent his resignation and mace to the House, which is 
accordingly adjourned to next Monday to consider of a suc¬ 
cessor, by which time, I suppose, the vacant employments 
will be filled up. Eo fewer than four earls have asked to be 
Master of the Horse to the Queen, Essex, Carlisle, Walde- 
grave, and Powis; a proof that things are not thought 
desperate. That the opposition are so, and intend to make 
the nation so, is but too evident. Them speeches are out- 

Letter 1290,-1 Sir William de 2 gir Jolin Oust. Wcdpole.—Me 
Qxey. on Jan. 24, 1770. 
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rageous, and it is not their fault that some of them have not 
been sent to the Tower. In short, the option seems to lie 
between the greatest violences, or a change of administra¬ 
tion and a dissolution of Parliament, the latter of which, 
I think, would not let in all other evils upon us. 

Friday, 19th. 

I had not time yesterday to finish my letter. The court 
has recovered from its consternation and is taking measures 
of defence. Another great thorn is drawn out of its side, 
Sir Fletcher Norton, who vomited fire and flame on Yorke’s 
promotion, having consented to be Speaker of the House of 
Commons. I do not yet hear whether the opposition will 
set up a candidate for the chair against him. Nothing can 
exceed the badness of his character even in this bad age; 
yet I think he can do less hurt in the Speaker's chair than 
anywhere else. He has a roughness and insolence, too, 
which will not suflfer the licentious speeches of these last 
days, and which the poor creature his predecessor did not 
dare to reprimand. As sedition is the word, perhaps it is 
not unlucky that some capital rogues should be opposed to 
others ; they know each other’s weak parts. 

A countiy is undone before people distinguish between 
affected and real virtue, and Cato is dead before anybody 
minds him. I could write a volume of reflections or com¬ 
parisons, but to what purpose? Writings impel, but can 
restrain nobody. Every Clodius of the hour takes the name 
of Cato to himself, and bestows his own name on his enemy. 
Truth surmounts but an hundred years afterwards; is then 
entombed in history, and appears as flat as, or less interesting 
than, the lies with which it is surrounded and has been 
overwhelmed. Everybody talks of the constitution, but all 
sides forget that the constitution is extremely well, and 
would do very well, if they would but let it alone. Indeed 
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it must be a strong constitution, considering bow long it 
has been quacked and doctored. If it had a fever, it was 
a slow one. Its present physicians imitate the faculty so 
servilely, that they seem to think the wisest step is to 
convert the slow fever into a high one; then, you know, 
the patient is easily cured—or killed. 

Considering how much I have seen, perhaps I ought not 
to be so easily alarmed, but a bystander is more apt to be 
serious than those who are heated and engaged in the game. 
I have the weakness of loving national glory ; I exulted in 
the figure we made in the last war; but as I am connected 
with neither court nor opposition, I enjoy the triumphs of 
neither, which are made at the expense of the whole. Their 
squabbles divert us from attention to greater interests, and 
their views are confined to the small circle of themselves 
and friends. If the quarrel becomes very serious, one 
knows, whichever side prevails, the crown in the long run 
must predominate; and what matters it which party or 
faction shall then be uppermost? 

I will enliven this grave letter with a l)on mot, that, like 
a bawdy epilogue to a tragedy, shall send you away smiling. 
Lord Chatham, lying on his couch before the Parliament 
met, declared he would at all events go to the House of 
Lords, and if he could not stand, would speak, he said, in 
that horizontal posture, Mrs. Ann Pitt, his sister, not his 
friend, asked Lord Chesterfield if he designed to go and 
hear her brother speak in a horizontal posture ? ‘ No! Madam,' 
replied he, ‘ but I would if I was not seventy-five and deaf, 
for the most agreeable things I ever heard in my life were 
from persons in a horizontal posture.^ What gaiety and spirit 
at seventy-five, and how prettily expressed I It contains the 
cheerfulness of the wars of the Fronde in France. I cannot 
say our commotions are often so enlivened. Adieu! 


A a 2 



356 


To Sir Horace Mann 


[l770 


1291. To SiE Hoeace Mann. 

Arlington Street, Monday, Jan. 22, 1770. 

What a strange event! Thougli my letters tread on 
each other’s heels, they can scarce keep up with the rapid 
motion of the times. Mr. Yorke is dead!—yes, the new 
Chancellor 1 He kissed the King’s hand for the Great Seal 
on Wednesday night, and expired between five and six on 
Saturday evening. It was Semele perishing by the light¬ 
nings she had longed for. When you have recovered your 
surprise, you will want to know the circumstances. I believe 
the following are nearly the truth. To be the second 
Chancellor in succession in his own house had been the 
great object of Mr. Yorke’s life; and his family were not 
less eager for it. This point had occasioned much un¬ 
certainty in their conduct. In general, they were attached 
to Lord Eockingham, but being decent, and naturally legal, 
they had given in to none of the violences of their party, 
particularly on the petitions, all the brothers absenting 
themselves on the first day of the session. When the Great 
Seal, on the intended dismission of Lord Camden, was 
offered to Mr. Yorke, his connections, and dread of abuse, 
weighed so strongly against his ambition, that he deter¬ 
mined to refuse it. Some say that his brother Lord Hard- 
wicke advised; others, that he dissuaded the acceptance. 
Certain it is, that he had given a positive refusal both to 
the King and the Duke of Grafton, and that the Earl had 
notified it to Lord Eockingham. Within two hours after, 
the King prevailed on Yorke to accept. 

The conflict occasioned in his mind by these struggles, 
working on a complexion that boiled over with blood, 
threw him into a high fever on Wednesday night, and 
a vomiting ensuing on Thursday morning, he burst a blood- 
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vessel, and no art could save Mm. The Cerberus of 
Billingsgate had opened all its throats, but must shut them, 
for the poor man had accepted handsomely, without making 
a single condition for himself; I do not reckon the peerage^; 
as a Chancellor must have it, or is a mute at the head of the 
House of Lords. The blow is heavy on the administra¬ 
tion. The Chief Justice Wilmot, it is thought, will be 
prevailed upon to accept the Seals, but at present they 
must be put into commission, for the Chancery cannot 
stand still. 

You are a sort of man whom virtue can comfort under ill 
success, and therefore I will tell you what will charm you. 
The King offered the Mastership of the Ordnance, on Lord 
Granby’s resignation, to Mr. Conway, who is only Lieutenant- 
General of it. He said he had lived in friendsMp with 
Lord Granby, and would not profit of his spoils; but, as he 
thought he could do some essential service in the office, 
where there are many abuses, if his Majesty would be 
pleased to let him continue as he is, he would do the 
business of the office without accepting the salary. The 
King replied, ^ You are a phenomenon! I can satisfy 
nobody else, and you will not take even what is offered to 
you.’ I believe his Majesty would not find the same 
difficulty with many Patriots. As extremes meet, even Sir 
Pletcher Norton acts moderation. He was destined for 
Speaker of the House of Commons. On Yorke’s death, it 
was expected that he would again push to be Chancellor. 
No such thing: he says he will not avail himself of the 
distresses of Government; but, having consented to be 
Speaker, wiU remain so; and is to be installed to-day, the 
opposition not being able to find a concurrent. There!— 
there is Cassius as self-denying as Brutus! Lord Walde- 

Lbtter 1291.—The patent for den was awaiting Ids signature in 
Mr. Yorke’s creation as Baron Mor- the room in winch he died. 
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grave ^ is Master of the Horse to the Queen: the other 
employments are not yet filled; hut, as I begin my letter 
to-day, and it is not to set out till to-morrow, I may have 
half a volume more to write, if the times keep up the same 
tone of vivacity. 

Tuesday. 

Sir rietcher Norton is Speaker. Two or three of the 
opposition, only to mark their disgust to him, proposed the 
younger Thomas Townshend, one as little qualified for the 
office as you are, and whose consent they had not asked. 
He disavowed them, and Sir Fletcher was chosen by 237 to 
121: exactly the same majority as on the first day; so that 
the court maintains its strength, notwithstanding so many 
unfavourable accidents. The same day, Lord Eockingham 
wretchedly, and Lord Chatham in his old brilliant style, 
moved to inquire into the state of the nation, which was 
not opposed, and is to be discussed on Thursday. 

In the meantime, resignations revive. Dunning, the 
Solicitor-General; Hussey, Attorney-General to the Queen ; 
James Grenville, Vice-Treasurer to the Queen, and two 
Lords of the Admiralty, have given up their places; and, 
what is worse, no Chancellor is to be found. Lord Chatham, 
who, four years and a half ago, was turned out of Lord 
Kockingham's house, has been to wait on the latter, and 
they are the best friends in the world, as far as common 
hostility can make them; but the Marquis is firm in 
insisting on the Treasury, which the Grenvilles will not 
waive. It is a most distracted scene I People cry, where 
will it end ? I say, where will it begin ? I know where it 
will end; in the destruction of this free constitution. 

Should anything happen, I shall write to you with more 
circumspection. I condemn both sides, or rather, all sides. 
I have not a connection with anything called minister; 

2 Jolin, third Earl of Waldegxavo. Walpole. 
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but as the well-being of the House of Commons depends on 
this administration, I must wish their success. If the 
House of Commons is blasted by authority, what is left ? 
Must we pass through a mob Parliament to confusion, and 
thence to absolute power ? I tremble. Adieu! 

P.S. If the Parliament is dissolved, Lord Chatham and 
Lord Eockingham may separately flatter themselves, but 
the next Parliament will be Wilkes’s. 

1292. To Loed Hailes. 

Sib, Arlington Street, Jan. 23, 1770. 

I have not had time to return you the enclosed sooner, 
but I give you my honour that it has neither been out 
of my hands, nor been copied. It is a most curious piece, 
but though affecting art, has very little; so ill is the satire 
disguised. I agree with you in thinking it ought not to 
be published yet, as nothing is more cruel than divulging 
private letters which may wound the living. I have even 
the same tenderness for the children of persons concerned; 
but I laugh at delicacy for grandchildren, who can be 
affected by nothing but their pride—and let that be hurt 
if it will. It always finds means of consoling itself. 

The rapid history of Mr. Yorke is very touching. For 
himself, he has escaped a torrent of obloquy, which this 
unfeeling and prejudiced moment was ready to pour on 
him. Many of his survivors may, perhaps, live to envy 
him I Madness and wickedness gain ground—and you may 
be sure borrow the chariot of virtue. Lord Chatham, not 
content with endeavouring to confound and overturn the 
legislature, has thrown out, that one memher more ought to le 
added to each county ; so little do ambition and indigence 
scruple to strike at fundamentals! Sir George Savile and 
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Edmund Burke, as if envying tlie infamous intoxication of 
Wilkes, have attacked the House of Commons itself, in 
the most gross and vilifying language. In short, the plot 
thickens fast, and Catilines start up in every street. I 
cannot say Ciceros and Catos arise to face them. The 
phlegmatic and pedants in histoiy quote King William’s 
and Sacheverel’s times to show the present is not more 
serious; but if I have any reading, I must remember that 
the repetition of bad scoiies brings about a catastrophe at 
last! It is small consolation to living sufferers to reflect 
that history will rejudge great criminals; nor is that sure. 
How seldom is history fairly stated I When do all men 
concur in the same sentence ? Do the guilty dead regard 
its judicature, or they who prefer the convict to the judge ? 
Besides, an ape of Sylla will call himself Brutus, and the 
foolish people assist a proscription before they suspect that 
their hero is an incendiary. Indeed, Sir, we are, as Milton 
says— 

On evil days fallen and evil tongues! 

I shall be happy to find I have had too gloomy apprehen¬ 
sions. A man, neither connected with ministers nor 
opponents, may speculate too subtly. If all this is but 
a scramble for power, let it fall to whose lot it will I It 
is the attack on the constitution that strikes me. I have 
nothing to say for the corruption of senators; hut if the 
senate itself is declared vile by authority, that is by a 
dissolution, will a re-election restore its honour? Will 
Wilkes, and Parson Horne and Junius (for fficy will name 
the members) give us more virtuous representations than 
ministers have done? Keformation must be a blessed 
work in the hands of such reformers! Moderation, and 

Letter 1292. — Bev. John Homo Ho was at this time a warm sup- 
(1786-1812), afterwards Home-Took^. porter of WUkes, but quarreUed with 

He was the founder of the ‘Society hipa in 1771^ 
for supporting the Bill of Bights.* 
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attachment to the constitution, are my principles. Is the 
latter to be risked rather than endure any single evil? 
I would oppose, that is restrain, by opposition check, 
each branch of the legislature that predominates in its 
turn; ^but if I detest Laud, it does not make me love 
Hugh Peters. 

Adieu, Sir! I must not tire you with my reflections,* 
but as I am flattered with thinking I have the sanction 
of the same sentiments in you, it is natural to indulge even 
unpleasing meditations when one meets with sympathy, 
and it is as natural for those who love their country to 
lament its danger. I am, Sir, &c. 

1293. To SiE Horace Manist. 

Arlington Street, Jan. 30, 1770. 

I DO not know how the year will end, but, to be sure,, 
it begins with as many events as ever happened to any 
one of its predecessors. The Duke of Grafton has resigned: 
in a very extraordinary moment indeed; in the midst of 
his own measures, in the midst of a session, and un¬ 
defeated. It is true, his last victory was far from being as 
complete as the former; and hence, as Horatio says have 
the talkers of this populous dtp taken occasion to impute this 
sudden retreat to as sudden a panic. You must know, 
that last Friday, upon a question on that endless topic 
the Middlesex election, the court had a majority, at past 
three in the morning, of only four and forty. The expul¬ 
sion of the Chancellor the resignation of Lord Granby, 
and of so many others, and much maladroitness in stating 
the question on the court side, easily accounted for that 
diminution in the numbers ; and yet, though I believe that 
that defalcation determined this step, I know it was not 

Letter 1293.— ^ In T7ie Fair Penitent. Walpole. * Lord Camden. 



362 


To Sir llorace Mann 


[l770 

a new tliought. Whenever the current did not run smooth, 
his Grace’s first thought has been to resign. When Mr. 
Yorke refused to accept, the fi.t returned violently: when 
he did accept, the wind changed; and I believe I gave 
you im obscure hint of the extreme importonce of that 
acceptance. Mr. Yorko’s precipitate death unhinged all 
again ; the impossibility of finding another Chancellor fixed 
the wind in the resigning corner, and the slender majority 
overset the vessel quite. In short, it is over. A very bad 
temper, no conduct, and obstinacy always ill-plaoed, have 
put an end to his Grace’s administration. 

What will follow is impossible to say. In the meantime 
Lord North is First Minister. He is much more able, more 
active, more assiduous, more resolute, and more fitted to 
deal with mankind. But whether the apparent, nay, glaring 
timidity of the Duke may not have spread too general an 
alarm, is more than probable ; and there is but the interval 
of to-day to take any measures, as the question of Friday ^ 
must be reported to the House to-morrow ; whence, at least, 
the lookers-out may absent themselves till the trump is 
turned up. The fear of a dissolution of Parliament may 
keep a large number together, and the fluctuation of prob¬ 
ability between Lord North, Lord Chatham, and Lord 
Eockingham, may occasion a confusion of which the Govern¬ 
ment may profit. The King, in the meantime, is much 
to be pitied; abandoned where he had most confidence, 
and attacked on every other side. I write to-day, because 
the post goes out, and I choose to give you the earliest 
intelligence of such a material event; but the letter I shall 
certainly send you on Friday will tread upon a little firmer 
ground. 

® Apparently a slip for Thursday, land and the usage of Parliament, 
Jan. 26, on which, day Dowdeswell which is part thereof,’ (Memoirs of 
moved ‘ that the House of Commons George IZf ed. 1894, vol. iv. p. 42.) 
is bound to follow the laws of the 
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I have received an odd indirect overture myself, not from 
administration nor opposition, but from France. M. de 
Choiseul has a great desire that I should be Ambassador 
at that court. As no man upon earth is less a Frenchman, 
as you know, than I am, I did not at all taste the proposal, 
nay, not his making it. I sent him word in plain terms 
that he could not have desired a person that would suit 
him less; that whatever private connections or friendships 
I have in France, however grateful I may be for the 
kindness I have met with there, yet, the moment I should 
be Ambassador, he would find me more haughty and 
inflexible than all the English put together; and that 
though I wish for peace between the two countries, I should 
be much more likely to embroil them than preserve union, 
for that nothing upon earth could make me depart from 
the smallest punctilio, in which the honour of my nation 
should be concerned. I do not think he will desire me 
to be sent thither. 

As this letter is but a prologue to the ensuing scenes, 
you will excuse my making it short. You may depend 
on my frequency till things are settled into some system. 
Adieu! 


1294. To Sib Hoeace Mann. 

Arlington Street, Friday, Feb. 2, 1770. 

Wednesday ^ the very critical day, is over, and the 
administration stands. The opposition flattered themselves 
with victory, and the warmest friends of the court expected 
little better than a drawn battle, yet the majority for the 
latter was forty. Few enough in conscience for triumph, 

Letter 1294_Lan. 31,1770, on a person eligible by law cannot by 

wbicb day Lord North appeared for expulsion be rendered incapable of 
the first time in the House of Com- being re-chosen, unless by Act of 
mons as Prime Minister. The House Parliament.* The ministry was vio- 
went into Committee on the state of torious by 226 to 186. 
the nation. The question was ‘ that 
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but sufficient to make a stand with. Lord North pleased 
all that could bring themselves to be pleased: he not only- 
spoke with firmness and dignity, but with good-humour; 
and fairly got the better of Colonel Barr6, who attacked 
him with rudeness and brutality. Lord North has very 
good parts, quickness, great knowledge, and, what is as 
much wanted, activity. The impracticability of the Duke 
of Grafton’s temper had contributed more to the present 
crisis than all the labours of all the factions. His friends 
were more discontented with him than even his enemies 
were. It was impossible to choose a more distressful 
moment than he selected for quitting; and had the scale 
turned on Wednesday, I do not know where we should 
have been. The House of Commons contradicting itself, 
a reversal of the Middlesex election, a dissolution of Parlia¬ 
ment, or the King driven to refuse it in the face of a 
majority! I protest I think some fatal event must have 
happened. Let the constitution but be saved, the factions 
may squabble as they please. They are engaged at this 
moment at the House of Lords, but that is a very bloodless 
scene: my Lord Chatham will make as little impression 
there as in his expeditions to the coast of Prance. 

The people are perfectly quiet, and seem to have dele¬ 
gated all their anger to their representatives—a P^f'oof that 
their representatives had instructed their constituents to he angry. 
Wilkes is never mentioned, but as his name occurs in the 
debates on the Middlesex election. Yet am I far from 
thinking this administration solidly seated. Any violence, 
or new provocation, may dislodge it at once. When they 
could reduce a majority of an hundred and sixteen to forty, 
in three weeks, their hold seems to be very slippery. 

In the meantime, what a figure do we make in Europe! 
Who can connect with us? Nobody will. Nay, who can 
treat with us? Is every secret of every court to pass 
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through the hands of every cabal in England ? This goes 
to my heart, who, you know, wish to dictate to all the 
world, and to sit, a private citizen, in the Capitol, with 
more haughtiness than an Asiatic monarch. AJl public 
ambition is lost in personal. It would soothe my pride 
a thousand times more to be great my country than in 
it. It would flatter me more to walk on foot to Paris, and 
be reverenced as an Englishman, than go thither Ambas¬ 
sador, with the Garter. This might have been ! but it [is] 
past,' and what signifies all the rest? I was born with 
Eoman insolence, and live in faece Bomuli ! 

The vivacity of this last month has so multiplied my 
letters, that their number must excuse the shortness of 
them. 

If the present system settles into any stability, I shall 
relapse into my monthly family-duty. Should fresh changes 
happen, you are sure of being advertised. That strange 
event, Mr. Yorke’s death, is already history, that is, for¬ 
gotten. We give few things time to grow stale. 

Where is the Eussian fleet? The ships drop in, one 
by one. Like schoolboys after their holidays; and none of 
them, I doubt, perfect in their lesson. 

Our schoolboys, at least those just come firom school, are 
much more expeditious. 

The gaming at Almack’s, which has taken the of 
White’s, is worthy the decline of our Empire, or Common¬ 
wealth, which you please. The young men of the age lose 
five, ten, fifteen thousand pounds in an evening there. 
Lord Stavordale not one-and-twenty, lost eleven thousand 
there, last Tuesday, but recovered it by one great hand at 
hazard: he swore a great oath,—^Now, if I had been 
playing deep, I might have won millions.’ His cousin, 

2 Eldest son of Stephen Eox, first succeeded Ms father in 1776, and 
Earl of Ilchester. TVaZjpoIe.—He died in 1802. 
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Charles Pox, shines equally there and in the House of 
Commons. He was twenty-one yesterday se’nnight; and 
is already one of our best speakers. Yesterday he was 
made a Lord of the Admiralty. Wo are not a great age, 
but surely we are tending to some great revolution. 
Adieu! 

1295. To Sib Hoeace Mann. 

Arlington vStreot, Feb. 27, 1770. 

It is very lucky, seeing how much of the tiger enters 
into the human composition, that them should be a good 
dose of the monkey too. If -®sop had not lived so many 
centuries before the introduction of masquerades and operas, 
he would certainly have anticipated my observation, and 
worked it up into a capital fable. As we still trade upon 
the stock of the ancients, we seldom deal in any other 
manufacture; and, though nature, aftcu* new combinations, 
lets forth new characteristics, it is very rarely that they are 
added to the old fund ; else how could so striking a remark 
have escaped being made, as mine, on the joint ingredients 
of tiger and monkey ? In France the latter predominates, in 
England the former; but, like Orozmades and Arimanius \ 
they get the better by turns. The bankruptcy in France, 
and the rigours of the new Comptroller-GeneraP, are half 
forgotten, in the expectation of a new opera at the new 
theatre. Our civil war has been lulled asleep by a sub¬ 
scription masquerade, for which the House of Commons 
literally adjourned yesterday. Instead of Fairfaxes and 
Cromwells, we have had a crowd of Henrys the Eighth, 
Wolseys, Vandykes, and Harlequins; and because Wilkes 

Letter 1296.—i So in MS. for and grants by tbo half, bnt striking 
Oromasdes and Aximanes. at tho interest on tho debt; and was 

The Abh6 Joseph Marie Terray on the point of blowing np the credit 
(17J5-1778),who‘immediatelysetont of Fraxice entirely, especially with 
with a violence and ri^nx beyond foreign countries.’ {Memoirs of George 
example, not only lessening pensions ///, ed. 1894, vol. iv. p. 16.) 
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was not mask enough, we had a man dressed like him, with 
a visor, in imitation of his squint, and a cap of liberty on 
a pole. In short, sixteen or eighteen young lords have 
given the town a masquerade; and politics, for the last 
fortnight, were forced to give way to habit-makers. The 
ball was last night at Soho; and, if possible, was more 
magnificent than the King of Denmark’s. The bishops 
opposed : he of London ® formally remonstrated to the King, 
who did not approve it, but could not help him. The 
consequence was, that four divine vessels belonging to the 
holy fathers, alias their wives, were at this masquerade. 
Monkey again! A fair widow who once bore my whole 
name, and now bears half of it, was there, with one of those 
whom the newspapers call great personages —he dressed like 
Edward the Fourth, she like Elizabeth Woodville, in grey 
and pearls, with a black veil. Methinks it was not very 
difficult to find out the meaning of those masks. 

As one of my ancient passions, formerly, was masquerades, 
I had a large trunk of dresses by me. I dressed out 
a thousand young Conways ® and Cholmondeleys ®, and went 
with more pleasure to see them pleased than when I formerly 
delighted in that diversion myself. It has cost me a great 
headache, and I shall probably never go to another. A 
symptom appeared of the change that has happened in the 
people. 

The mob was beyond all belief: they held flambeaux to 
the windows of every coach, and demanded to have the 
masks pulled off and put on at their pleasure, but with 
extreme good humour and civility. I was with my Lady 
Hertford and two of her daughters, in their coach: the mob 

3 Eichard Texrick. ® Sons of Prancis, Earl of Hertford, 

* Maria Walpole, Cotintess Dowa- Mr. Walpole’s consin-german. TFoJ- 
ger of Waldegrave; secondly married pole. 

to William Henry, Duke of Grlon- « Mr. Walpole’s nepkews. TFoi- 
cester. Edward IV married the poU. 
widow Lady Gray. Walpole 
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took me for Lord Hertford, and huzzaed and blessed me! 
One fellow cried out, ^ Are you for Wilkes?’ another said, 
^Damn you, you fool, what has Wilkes to do with a 
masquerade ? ’ 

In good truth, that stock is fallen very low. The court 
has mcovered a majority of seventy-five in the House of 
Commons; and the party has succeeded so ill in the Lords, 
that my Lord Chatham has betaken himself to the gout, 
and appears no more. What Wilkes may do at his enlarge¬ 
ment in April, I don’t know, but his star is certainly much 
dimmed. The distress of France, the injustice they have 
been reduced to commit on public credit, immense bank¬ 
ruptcies, and great bankers hanging and drowning them¬ 
selves, are comfortable objects in our prospect; for one 
tiger is charmed if another tiger loses his tail. 

There was a stroke of the monkey last night that will 
sound ill in the ears of your neighbour the Pope. The 
heir-apparent of the house of Norfolk, a drunken old mad 
fellow, was, though a Catholic, dressed like a Cardinal: 
I hope he was scandalized at the wives of our bishops. 

So you agree with me, and don’t think that the crusado 
from Eussia will recover the Holy Land 1 It is a pity; for, 
if the Turks keep it a little longer, I doubt it will be the 
Holy Land no longer. When Eome totters, poor Jerusalem I 
As to your Count Orloffs denying the murder of the late 
Czar, it is no more than every felon does at the Old Bailey. 
If I could write like Shakespeare, I would make Peter’s 
ghost perch on the dome of Sancta Sophia, and, when the 
Eussian fleet comes in sight, roar, with a voice of thunder 
that should reach to Petersburgh, 

Let me sit heavy on thy soul to-morrow! 

We have had two or three simpletons return from Eussia, 
Charles Howard; afterwards Duke of Norfolk. Walpole. 
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charmed with the murderess, believing her innocent, because 
she spoke graciously to them in the Drawing-room. I don’t 
know what the present Grand Signior’s name is, Osman, or 
Mustapha, or what, but I am extremely on his side against 
Catharine of Zerbst; and I never intend to ask him for 
a farthing, nor write panegyrics on him for pay, like 
Voltaire and Diderot; so you need not say a word to hinri 
of my good wishes. Benedict XIY deserved my friendship, 
but being a sound Protestant, one would not, you know, 
make all Turk and pagan and infidel princes too familiar. 
Adieu I 

1296. To Sir Horace Makn. 

Arlington Street, March 15, 1770. 

The troubles that seemed to have a little subsided, or 
that were, at least, repelled by the vigorous majorities in 
Parliament, have again broken out, and (like flames blown 
backward) with redoubled violence. As a prelude to what 
was to follow, rather as the word of battle. Lord Chatham 
some days ago declared to the Lords, that there is a secret 
influence (meaning the Princess) more mighty than Majesty 
itself, and which had betrayed or clogged every succeeding 
administration. His own had been sacrificed by it. In 
consequence of this denunciation, papers, to which the 
North Britons were milk and honey, have been published 
in terms too gross to repeat. The Whis!perer and The Tarlior 
mentary Spy are their titles. Every blank wall at this end 
of the town is scribbled with the words, ‘ Impeach the King’s 
Mother’; and, in truth, I think her person in danger. 

But the manifesto on which all seems to turn, is the 
Kemonstrance ^ from the City. You will have seen it in the 
public papers, and certainly never saw a bolder declaration 
both against King and Parliament. Sixteen aldermen have 
Letter 1296.—^ See Ann. Meg. 1770, p, 199. 

WALPOLE, vri B b 
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protested against it, but could not stop it. Tlie King, after 
some delay, received it yesterday on bis throne. It was 
brought by the Lord Mayor and Sheriffs, accompanied by 
an immense multitude, decently however, except in hissing 
as they passed Carlton House A few days ago, when the 
sheriffs went to demand the acceptance of it, both Town- 
shend and Sawbridge, it is said, ])ohaved with provoking 
disrespect. The King read his answer with great dignity 
and calmness, and it was indeed drawn with extreme temper 
and firmness. Had as prudent an answer been given to the 
petitions, instead of mocking the people ^ with that nonsense 
on the horned cattle, much ill-humour had boon prevented. 

The crisis is now tremendous. Should the House of 
Commons, or both Houses, Ml on the Remonstrance as it 
in a manner dares them to do, it is much to be apprehended 
that not only the Lord Mayor and sheriffs will uphold their 
act, but that many lords and members will avow them, and 
demand to be included in tlie same sentence. The Tower, 
crammed with such proud criminals, will be a formidable 
scene indeed. The petitioning counties will certainly turn 
remonstrants. An association among them is threatened, 
and a general refusal by the party of paying the land-tax. 
In short, rebellion is in prospect, and in everybody's mouth. 
I, you know, have long foretold, that if some lenient 
measures were not applied, the confusion would grow too 
mighty to be checked. 

It is not yet, I hope, too late for wisdom and temper to 
step in. I sigh when I hear any other language. The 
English may be soothed—I never read that they were to be 
frightened. The experience of ton years has shown that 
harshness, and standing on the letter of defence, has but 
added to the ill-humour of the times. I have a great opinion 

2 The residence of the Princess Dowager in Pall Mall. Wal^^oU. 

3 In the King’s Speech. Walpole, 
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of Lord North’s prudence, and by the answer to the Eemon- 
strance, I conceive that he sees the true and only means of 
quieting those distempers, it 'being much easier for a King of 
England to disarm the minds of his subjects than their hinds. 
This is my creed, and all our history supports it. 

Friday, 16th. 

I was interrupted yesterday, since when the die is cast. 
Sir Thomas Clavering ^ moved to address the King to lay 
the Eemonstrance and his Answer before the House. The 
Lord Mayor, the two sheriffs, and Alderman Trecothick® 
avowed the hand they had had in that outrageous paper. 
Fortunately, no more members took the same part, and 
some of the best condemned it. The House, you may 
imagine, was full of resentment, and at eleven at night the 
Address was carried by 271 to 108 : a vast majority in the 
present circumstances, and composed, as you may guess, of 
many who abandoned the opposition. The great point is 
still in suspense—what to do with the offenders. The 
wisest, because the most temperate, method that I have 
heard suggested is, to address the Ejng to order a prosecution 
by the Attorney-Greneral. Two others that have been men¬ 
tioned are big with every mischief—the Tower, or expulsion. 
Think of the three first magistrates of the City in prison, or 
of a new election for London! I pray for temper, but what 
can one expect when such provocation is given? I vsdil 
write to you again next week, and I wish to send you better 
news. I forget whether it was King David or King 
Solomon said it, but I often think of the wisdom of that 
expression, ‘A soft word tumeth away anger.’ 

Pray be upon your guard against the person who told you 

^ Sir Thomas Clavering, eighth ^ Barlow Trecothick, M.P. for the 
Baronet, of AxweU Bark, Barham; City of London. 

M.P. for Durham county; d. 1794. 

B b 2 
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that Johnson w.as tho author of tho False Alarm. I believe 
he is; but tho person" wlu) told you so is a most worthless 
and dangerous fellow, and capable of any mischief. Adieu! 

1297. To SiK Hokace Mann. 

Arlinji^ton Street, March 2JJ, 1770. 

OuB storms rather loiter than disperse; ])ut they have 
deceived me so often, that if I thought them blown over, 
I should be cautious of saying so. Lord North’s temper 
and prudence has prevailed over much rash counsel; and 
will, I hope, at last, defeat the madm^ss of both sides. 
There has not been much heat in tho House of Commons. 
The Eockingham faction has loft Lord Chatham’s aground, 
and would not defend the indecency of tho Eomonstranca 
This alarmed my Lord Mayor, and, though he affected to 
keep up his spirit, it sunk visibly. The House, you may be 
sure, resented the insult offered to them, and the majorities 
have been very great; yet has there been no personal 
punishment or censure, no dubbing of martyrs. The 
country gentlemen have even declared that they will 
support the court in no violence. This is voiy happy, at 
a time when the first overt act of violence on either side 
may entail long bloodshed upon us. The disavowal has 
given Lord Chatham a real or political fit of tho gout; and 
he neither appeared yesterday in the House of Lords, when 
an address to the King against the Kemonstrance was voted, 
nor at a sumptuous dinner and ball, given to the opposition 
by the Lord Mayor. They passed in solemn procession, 
escorted by the Liverymen of London on horseback, from 
the Thatched House Tavern, near St. James’s, to the Mansion 
House, amidst thousands of people. At night, a small 
drunken mob, consisting, I believe, chiefly of glaziers and 
® Smollott. Wal:poU, 
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tallow-cliandlers, obliged some bouses at Cbaring Cross to 
put out some lights, and broke some windows, but dispersed 
of themselves in a quarter of an hour. These follies, how¬ 
ever, exasperate ; and both sides, I fear, grow too angry not 
to be glad to be enraged at any trifle: the chiefs of both 
not considering that, like other projectors, the first inventors 
of mischief never reap the profit. Laud, Strafford, Hampden, 
Pym, all perished before their manufactures were crowned 
with success. Cromwell and Clarendon, who came into 
their shops, got all the business. 

Our weather is as perverse as the rest of the season. We 
have had a hard frost above this fortnight, which they 
say has killed all the peas and beans; but so they say 
every year, and of the fruit too. I suppose, if so much was 
not destroyed, we should be devoured by peas, beans, and 
apricots. 

Lord Beauchamp has desired I would trouble you with 
a commission; it is to send him about six dozen of wine of 
Aleatico, and four dozen of the white Yerdea. I knew you 
would undertake it with pleasure; you must draw upon me 
for the money, and I will pay your brother. 

You know I have always some favourite, some successor 
of Patapan \ The present is a tanned black spaniel, called 
Eosette. She saved my life last Saturday night, so I am 
sure you will love her too. I was undressing for bed. She 
barked and was so restless that there was no quieting her. 
I fancied there was somebody under the bed, but there was 
not. As she looked at the chimney, which roared much, 
I thought it was the wind, yet wondered, as she had heard 
it so often. At last, not being able to quiet her, I looked to 
see what she barked at, and perceived sparks of fire falling 
from the chimney, and on searching farther perceived it in 
flames. It had not gone far, and we easily extinguished it. 
Letter 1297 .—^ A favourite dog Mr. Walpole brought from Bome. WcUpole. 
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I wish I had as much power ovc'r tho nation’s chimney. 
Adieu! 

1298. To Geokcie MoNTACur. 

Arlington Hfcrot\t» March SI, 1770, 

I SHALL be extremely oldigecl to you for Aldornmn Back- 
well. A scarce print is a real present to mo, who have 
a table of weights and measures in my head very different 
from that of tho rich and covototis. 

I am glad your journey was prosperous. Tho weather 
hero has continued very sharp, but it has boon making 
preparations for April to-day, and watered th<^ streets with 
some soft showers. They will send me to Strawberry 
to-morrow, where I hope to fmd tho lilacs beginning to 
put forth their little noses. Mr. Ciiute mends very slowly, 
but you know he has as much patience as gout. 

I depend upon seeing you whenoviu* you return this way¬ 
ward. You will find the round chamber far advanced, 
though not finished, for my undertakings do not stride 
with the impetuosity of my youth. This single room has 
been half as long in completing as all tlui rest of the castle. 
My compliments to Mr. John, whom I hope to see at the 
same time. Yours ever, 

II. W. 

1299. To Gteoegk Augustus Selwyn. 

Dear G-EOBOE, Thursday morning. 

After you was gone last night, I heard it whispered about 
the room that a bad representation had been made at the 
Queen's House against the unhappy young man\ Do not 

Letter 1299.—ITot in 0.; reprinted demnodto death on April 12, 1770, 
from George JSelwyn md hU Conteinr for the murder of a watchman. Eor 
^oraries, ed. 1882, voL ii. p. 892. the reasons which induced Walpole 

1 Matthew Kennedy, who was con- and Solwyn to interest themselves in 
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mention this, as it might do hurt; but try privately, with¬ 
out talking of it, if you cannot get some of the ladies to 
mention the cruelty of the case; or what do you think 
of a hint by the G-erman w^omen ^ if you can get at them ? 

Yours, &c., 

H. W. 

1300. To SiE Horace 

Arlington Street, Thursday, April 19, 1770. 
The day so much apprehended of Wilkes’s enlargement 
is passed without mischief. He was released late the night 
before last, and set out directly for the countiy. Last 
night several shops and private houses were illuminated, 
from affection, or fear of their windows, but few of any 
distinction, except the Duke of Portland’s. Palling amidst 
the drunkenness of Easter week, riots were the more to be 
expected; yet none happened. Great pains had been taken 
to station constables, and the Light Horse were drawn 
nearer to town, in case of emergency. The Lord Mayor 
had enjoined tranquillity—as Mayor, As Beckford, his 
own house in Soho Square was embroidered with ^Liberty,’ 
in white letters three feet high. Luckily, the eve nin g was 
very wet, and not a mouse stirred. 

However, this delivery may give date to a fresh era. 
Wilkes has printed manifestoes against the House of 
Commons, designs to be sworn in alderman, and, they say, 
to demand his seat in Parliament. An approaching event 
will favour his designs. Lord Sandys has been overturned, 
and fractured his skull. The succession of his son ^ to the 
title vacates the seat of the latter for Westminster, and 
opens a new scene of rioting. Wilkes will not stand 

the affair see Memoirs of George III, dorn. 

ed. 1894, voL iv. pp. 110-1. Letter 1300.—^ Edwin Sandys 

2 The Queen’s German attendants, (1726-1797), second Baron Sandys. 

Mesdames Schwellenberg and Hage- 
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himself, adhering to his pretensions for Middlesex, but may 
name whom ho pleases. The court, I should think, would 
not oppose his nominee; and in that case there may be 
the less tumult. 

Well, wo must see now what turn this man’s destiny 
will take: whether he will persist, and if ho does, what 
the event will bo; or whether ho will not bo abandoned 
by degrees, and sink into obscurity. Except as a mere 
tool of faction, ho has lost all hold but with the lower part 
of the people, while his own vanity and obstinacy makes 
him most important in his own eyes, and may in reality 
have made him an enthushist. Monsieur do la Chalotais, 
a man of real principles, does not triumph less. lie has 
driven his tyrant, the Due d’Aiguillon, to demand a trial, 
and it is now going on before the King at Versailles; an 
unpr(3cedented compliment, and evidonco of the Duke’s 
favour. Yet he is fallen into a jaundice with vexation, 
after receiving a noble rebuff from the oppressed. Duclos 
was sent with the offer of 400,000 livres, of erecting his 
estate into a marquisate, and of ensuring the place of 
Procureur-Qentrap to his son. La Chalotais was in bed 
when Duclos drew his curtains; ho said immediately, 
‘Mon ami, j’esp^re quo vous ne venoz pas me proposer des 
bassesses ? ’ Ho refused everything ; said ho would persist 
in pursuing his oppressor for his own vindication till he 
had not a sillon left, and hoped his children would have 
spirit enough to go on with the suit Such offers speak 
the innocence of the sufferer; and yet, having road the 
procedure, I think there is not the least probability in 
one of the charges, that of an attempt to have La Chalotais 
poisoned. It is glorious, however, to find that even in 
Prance the loftiest criminals cannot escape from the cry of 
the public! 

2 Procureur-G6n(5ral of the Parliamont of Brotagno. WaZjpole^ 
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One of the King’s daughters ^ is gone into a convent of 
Carmehtes—the youngest. The King refused his consent 
for three months. Had he had as much more sense as was 
necessary, he should have abolished the order in terrorem, 
for I take for granted this is a machine played off by Mother 
Church to revive her credit. 

Do you know that I am much scandalized at a paragraph 
in your last, where you say the Czarina was reduced to 
murder her husband by the option between that crime and 
a great empire? Is it possible that you can have given 
credit to the tales of her very accomplices? There was 
not a shadow of probability that the Czar intended to put 
her to death. His nature was most humane and beneficent, 
and her antecedent and subsequent murders too glaring and 
horrid proofs of her blackness, to leave one any doubt. 
There is great reason to believe she poisoned the late 
Czarina; and none but such simpletons as we have sent to 
Petersburgh can be imposed on by the gross denial of her 
hand in the massacre of the Czar John. 

My dear Sir, leave it to Yoltaire and the venal learned to 
apologize for that wretched woman. I am not dazzled with 
her code of laws, nor her fleets in the Archipelago. La 
Chalotais, in prison or exile, is venerable. Catharine will 
be detestable, though she should be crowned in St. Sophia, 
and act a farce of Christianity there. Pray deny her place 
in so pure a heart as your own. The proper punishment 
of mighty criminals is their knowing that they are, and 
must be for ever despised by the good. Adieu! 

1301. To Sir Horace Makk. 

Strawberry Hill, May 6, 1770. 

I DON^T know whether Wilkes is subdued by his imprison- 
ment, or waits for the rising of Parliament, to take the 

3 Madame Lotiise. Wal/polo^ 
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field; or whether luB dignity of ahhniuan has dulled him 
into prudence, and the love of feasting ; but hitherto he has 
done nothing but go to City banquets and sormons, and sit 
at Guildhall as a sober magistrate. What an inversion of 
the proverb, 'Si ex quovis Mercuric fit lignumM What 
do you Italians think of Harlequin Podesia? la truth, his 
party is crumbled away strangely. Lord Chatham has 
talked on the Middlesex election till nobody will answer 
him; and Mr. Burke (Lord Rockingham’s governor) has 
published a pamphlet^ that has sown the utmost discord 
between that faction and the supporters of the Bill of 
Eights. Mrs. Macaulay has written against it In Par¬ 
liament their numbers are shrunk to nothing, and the 
session is ending very triumphantly for the court. But 
there is another scene opened of a very different aspect. 
You have soon the accounts frojn Boston. The tocsin 
seems to be sounded to America. I have many visions 
about that country, and fancy I see twenty (unpires and 
republics forming upon vast scales over all that continent, 
which is growing too mighty to be k(q>t in subjection to 
half a dozen exhausted nations in Europe. As the latter 
sinks, and the others rise, they who live between the eras 
will be a sort of Noahs, witnesses to the period of the Old 
World and origin of the New. I entertain myself with the 
idea of a future senate in Carolina and Virginia, where 
their Patriots wDl harangue on the austere and incorruptible 
virtue of the ancient English! will toll their auditors of 
our disinterestedness and scorn of bribes and pensions, and 
make us blush in our graves at their ridiculous panegyrics. 
Who knows but even our Indian usurpations and villainies 
may become topics of praise to American schoolboys ? As 
I believe our virtues are extremely like those of our pre- 


Xjkttek 1301 .—Thoughts on the PremrU Dtsconimis, 
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decessors the Eomans, so I am sure our luxury and 
extravagance are too. 

What do you think of a winter Eanelagh ^ erecting in 
Oxford Eoad, at the expense of sixty thousand pounds? 
The new bank, including the value of the ground, and of 
the houses demolished to make room for it, will cost three 
hundred thousand; and erected, as my Lady Townley^ 
says, hy sober dtizens too 1 I have touched before to you on 
the incredible profusion of our young men of fashion. I 
know a younger brother who literally gives a flower-woman 
half a guinea every morning for a bimch of roses for the 
nosegay in his button-hole. There has lately been an 
auction of stuffed birds ; and, as natural history is in 
fashion, there are physicians and others who paid forty 
and fifty guineas for a single Chinese pheasant: you may 
buy a live one for five. After this, it is not extraordinary 
that pictures should be dear. We have at present three 
exhibitions. One West^, who paints history in the taste 
of Poussin, gets three hundred pounds for a piece not too 
large to hang over a chimney. He has merit, but is hard 
and heavy, and far unworthy of such prices. The rage 
to see these exhibitions is so great, that sometimes one 
cannot pass through the streets where they are. But it is 
incredible what sums are raised by mere exhibitions of 
anything; a new fashion, and to enter at which you pay 
a shilling or half a crown. Another rage is for prints of 
English portraits : I have been collecting them above thirty 
years, and originally never gave for a mezzotinto above 
one or two shillings. The lowest are now a crown; most, 
from half a guinea to a guinea. Lately, I assisted a clergy¬ 
man ^ in compiling a catalogue of them ; since the publica- 


2 The Pantheon. Walpole. 

3 In the comedy of the Provoked 
Husband. Walpole. 


4 Benjamin West (1738-1820X 

5 Mr, Granger’s work is entitled 
BiograpMcaZ History. W(dpole. 
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tioii, Rcarco lionda in hooks, not worth throoponco, will soil 

for fivc^ guitic^as. Thoii wc^ luivo Etru.scaii vasoH^ made of 
earihoruvan^ in HtaiToniHliiro*; from two to five guineas; 
and or moulu^ iiovor miuh^ horo htdoro, which Buccoeds so 
woll, that a t<^a-kcdih\ which tho invcmtor offorod for one 
luuulroci gnint^as^ Hohi by auction f<»r <mo !um<ir<ul and thirty. 
In short, wo aro at tho height of i*xiravagauoo and improve¬ 
ments, for wo do improve rapi<lly in tante an widl as in 
the former. I ctannot say ho much hu* <mr gtmiuH. Poetry 
is gone to IrkI, or into our prosi); wi^ an^ like tho Eomans 
in that too. If w© have tho arts of ilm Antonines,—we 
have the fustian also. 

Well I what becomes of your noighhouw, the Pope and 
Turk? is one Babylon to fall, ami tho otluT to moulder 
away? I begin to tremble for the potm CIroeks; they will 
ho sacrificed like the Catalans, and left to ho impaled for 
rebellion, as soon as that vain-glorions %voman the Czarina 
has glutted her lust of fame, and secunHl Azoph by a peace, 
which I hear is all she insistH mi keeping. What strides 
modern ambition takes I IPc are the Kinu’esHors of Aurung- 
zobo; and a virago under thcv Pole sends a fleet into the 
j®gean Sea to rouse the ghosts of Lfamidas and Epami- 
nondas, and burn the capital of the second Koman Empire! 
Polks now scarce meddle with their m^xt-doer neighbours; 
as many English go to visit Bt. i^iter's that nev<u- thought 
of stepping into St. PauPs. 

I shall let Lord Beiiuchamp know your readiness to 
oblige him, probably to-morrow, as 1 go to town. The 
spring is so backward here that I have little inducement 
to stay; not an entire leaf is out on any tree, and I have 
heard a syren as much as a nightingale. Lord Pikwilliam'^, 

^ At Josiali Wedgwood’s works at Wontworth-Fitxwilliam (1748-1888), 
‘ Etruria,’ oponod in 1769. sooond Earl EitewiUiam. 

WiUiam Fitewilliam, afterwards 
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who, I suppose, is one of your latest acquaintance, is going 
to marry Lady Charlotte Ponsonby, Lord Eesborough’s 
second daughter, a pretty, sensible and very amiable girl, 
I seldom tell you that sort of news, but when the parties 
are very fresh in your memory. Adieu! 

1302. To Geoege Montagu. 

strawberry Hill, May 6, 1770. 

If you are like me, you are fretting at the weather. We 
have not a leaf yet large enough to make an apron for 
a Miss Eve of two years old. Flowers and fruits, if they 
come at all this year, must meet together as they do in 
a Dutch picture. Our lords and ladies, however, couple as 
if it were the real gioventu delV anno. Lord Albemarle^, 
you know, has disappointed all his brothers and my niece; 
and Lord Fitzwilliam is declared ^oso to Lady Charlotte 
Ponsonby. It is a pretty match, and makes Lord Besborough 
as happy as possible. 

Masquerades proceed in spite of Church and King. That 
knave the Bishop of London persuaded that good soul the 
Archbishop to remonstrate against them; but happily the 
age prefers silly follies to serious ones, and dominoes, comme 
de raison, carry it against lawn sleeves. 

There is a new institution that begins to make, and if 
it proceeds, will make a considerable noise. It is a club 
of hoth sexes to be erected at Almac’s, on the model of that 
of the men of White’s. Mrs. Fitzroy, Lady Pembroke, 
Mrs. Meynell, Lady Molyneux, Miss Pelham, and Miss Loyd, 
are the foundresses. I am ashamed to say I am of so 
young and fashionable a society; but as they are people 
I live with, I choose to be idle rather than morose. I can 

Letter 1302. —Lord Albemarle daughter of Sir John Miller, fourth 
married on April 20, 1770, Anne, Baronet, of Froyle, Hampshire. 
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go to a young supper, without forgi^tiing how tuuch sand 
is run out of the hour-glass. Y(4, I shall never pass a trist 
old age in turning the l^salins into Latiii or Ihiglish verse. 
My plan is to pass away calmly; <*heerrully if I can; 
sometimes to amuse niysolf with tlu^ rising generation, but 
to take care not to fatigue them, nor weary tluun with old 
stories, which will not interest tluun, as their advcminres 
do not interest me. Age would indulge pnyudices if it did 
not sometimes polish itself against younger mniuaintance; 
but it must be the work of folly if one lu^pes to contract 
friendships with them, or desiroB it, or thinks one can 
become the same follies, or expects that they shouhl do 
more than bear one for one's good humour. In short, they 
are a pleasant medicixie, that one should lake care not to 
grow fond of. Medicines hurt whtm habit has annihilated 
their force: but you see I am in no (langm*. 1 intend 
by degreeKS to decrease ixiy opium, insttmd of augxnenting 
the dose. Good night; you see I never lei our long-lived 
friendship drop, though you give it so few opportunities of 
breathing. 

Yotim ever, 

IL W. 


1303. To 8iii Horacr Mann. 

Arlington 8tro«t, May -4, 1770. 

Not only the session is at an end, but I think the 
Middlesex election too, which my Lord Chatham has heated 
and heated so often over, that there is scarce a spark of fire 
left. The City, indeed, carried a now Eemonstrance ^ 
yesterday, garnished with my Lord’s own ingredients, but 
much less hot than the former. The court, how^ever, was 
put into some confusion by my Lord Mayor, who, contrary 
to all form and precedent, tacked a volunteer speech to the 

Letoek 1803.—^ Soo Ann, Ile.g, 1770, p, 201, 
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Eemonstrance. It was wondrous loyal and respectful, but 
being an innovation, much discomposed the solemnity. It 
is always usual to furnish a copy of what is to be said to 
the King, that he may be prepared with his answer. In 
this case, he was reduced to tuck up his train, jump from 
the throne, and take sanctuary in his closet, or answer 
extempore, which is no part of the royal trade; or sit 
silent and have nothing to reply. This last was the event, 
and a position awkward enough in conscience. Wilkes did 
not appear. When he misses such an opportunity of being 
impertinent, you may imagine that his spirit of martyrdom 
is pretty well burnt out. Thus has the winter, that set 
out with such big black clouds, concluded with a prospect 
of more serenity than we have seen for some time. Lord 
Camden, Lord Granby, Lord Huntingdon, and the Duke 
of Northumberland, have no great cause to be proud of the 
finesse of their politics, and Lord Chatham has met with 
nothing but miscarriages and derision. Disunion has ap¬ 
peared between all the parts of the opposition, and unless 
experience teaches them to unite more heartily during the 
summer, or the court commits any extravagance, or Ireland 
or America furnishes new troubles, you may compose 
yourself to tranquillity in your representing ermine, and 
take as good a nap as any monarch in Europe. 

During this probable lethargy, I shall take my leave of 
you for some time, without writing only to make excuses 
for having nothing to say, which I have made for so many 
summers, and which I cannot make even so well as I have 
done. My pen grows very old, and is not so foolish as to 
try to conceal it; and if Gil Bias was to tell me that my 
parts, even small as they were, decay, I should not resent it 
like his archbishop, nor turn away the honest creature for 
having perceived what I have found out myself for some 
time. As my memory, however, is still good, you may 
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dopond upon hearing from mo again, wlnm I have anything 
worth telling you. Ono can alway.n write a gazette, and 
I am not too proud to descend to any oOico for your service. 
Adieu I 

1304. To Geoiigk Montaou. 

Strawhorry Hill, Juno 11, 1770. 

My company and I have wishod for you vory much to¬ 
day. The Duchess of Portland, ^Irs. Didany, Mr. Bateman, 
and your cousin, Fred. Montagu, dined hero. Lord Guilford 
was very obliging, and would have come if he dared have 
ventured. Mrs. Montagu was at Bill Hill with Lmiy Gower. 
The day was tolerable, with sun enough for the house, 
though not for the garden. You, I suppose, neviu- will 
come again, as I have not a team of horses large enough to 
draw you out of the clay of Oxfordshir<>. 

1 went yesterday to see my niece ^ in her new principality 
of Ham. It delighted me and made me peevish. Close to 
the Thames, in the centre of all rich and verdant heauty, it 
is so blocked up and barricaded with walls, vast trees, and 
gates, that you think yourself an hundred miles off and an 
hundred years back. The old furniture is so magnificently 
ancient, dreary and decayed, that at every step one’s spirits 
sink, and all my passion for antiquity could not keep them 
up. Every minute I expected to see ghosts sweeping by ; 
ghosts I would not give sixpence to see, Lauderdales, 
Talmachs, and Maitlands^! There is an old brown gallery 
full of Yandycks and Lelys, charming miniatures, delightful 
Wouvermans, and Polenburghs, china, japan, bronzes, ivory 
cabinets, and silver dogs, pokers, bellows, &c., without end. 

Letter 1804,— ^ Charlotte, daiigh- Countosi of Dysart in lu 3 r own right, 
ter of Sir Edward Walpole and wife married (1) Sir Lionel Tollomtwdie, 
of fifth Earl of Dysart, who had ro- third Baron<st, of llolmingham, Suf- 
cently succeeded to the title, folk ; (S^) John Maitland, Buko of 

2 Eliz^abetli Murray (d, 1698), Jjaudordalc, 
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One pair of bellows is of filigree. In this state of pomp 
and tatters my nephew intends it shall remain, and is so 
religious an observer of the venerable rites of his house, 
that because the gates never were opened by his father but 
once for the late Lord Granville^, you are locked out and 
locked in, and after journeying all round the house, as you 
do round an old French fortified town, you are at last 
admitted through the stable-yard to creep along a dark 
passage by the housekeeper’s room, and so by a back-door 
into the great hall. He seems as much afraid of water as 
a cat, for though you might enjoy the Thames from every 
window of three sides of the house, you may tumble into it 
before you would guess it is there. In short, our ancestors 
had so little idea of taste and beauty, that I should not have 
been surprised if they had hung their pictures with the 
painted sides to the wall. Think of such a palace com¬ 
manding all the reach of Eichmond and Twickenham, with 
a domain from the foot of Eichmond Hill to Kingston 
Bridge, and then imagine its being as dismal and prospectless 
as if it stood 

On Stanmore’s wintry wild 1 

I don’t see why a man should not be divorced from his 
prospect as well as from his wife, for not being able to 
enjoy it. Lady Dysart frets, but it is not the etiquette of 
the family to yield, and so she must content herself with 
her chateau of Tondertentronk as well as she can. She has 
another such ample prison in Suffolk ^ and may be glad to 
reside where she is. Strawberry, with all its painted glass 
and gloomth, looked as gay when I came home as Mrs. 
Cornelis’s ball-room. 

I am very busy about the last volume of my Fainiers, 
but have lost my index, and am forced again to turn over 
all my Vertues, forty volumes of miniature MSS.; so this 

8 Father-in-law of the late Earl. ^ Helmingham HaU. 
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will be the third tiiiu^ I shall have made an indt*x to them. 
Don't say I am not porHovtn'inKr ami yet 1 thought I was 
grown idle. What pains (me takt'B to Ins forgoitou 1 Good 
night I 

Y(mr.H ever, 

H. Walpole. 

1305. To Hni Horace Mann. 

Arliiigioti StriHii, Juno 15, 1770. 

I HAVE no public event to tell you, though I write apin 
sooner than I purposed. The journey of the Princess 
Dowager to Oennany is indiHul an extraonlinary circum¬ 
stance but l)esides its l>6ing a W4‘ek (dd, as 1 do not know 
the motives, I have nothing to say upon it. It is much 
canvassed and siftiul, and yet |Huliaps nlm was only in 
search of a little repose from thc^ torrents of a!)use that have 
been poured upon her for Home j^’ears. Ytisterday they 
publicly sung about the streets a ballad, tlui burthen of 
which was, the cotv Im left her calf With all this we are 
grown very quiet, and Lord North’s behaviour is so sensible 
and moderate that h© oflends nobody. 

Our family has lost a branch, but I cannot call it a mis¬ 
fortune. Lord Cholmondoley ® dicnl luBi Saturday, lie was 
seventy, and had a constitution to have carried him to an 
hundred, if he had not destroyed it by an intemperance, 
especially in drinking, that would have kilhsl anybody else 
in half the time. As it was, he had outlivcnl by fifteen 
years all his set, who have reeled into the ferry-boat so long 
before him. His grandson^ seoms good and amiable, and 

Lktt»» 1805.—1 The object of the ^ Ceorgo, third Earl of Oholmon- 

Princess’s joiirney was to see and ro- doloy, married Mary, tlaughtor of Sir 
monstrato with her daughter, th© Kobert WalpoRi. W^dpole, 

Queen of Denmark, upon her undue ^ George James Oholmondeley 

familiarity with tlie physician Stm- (1749--l8ta7), fourth Earl of Oholinon- 

del©y, created a Marquis in 1816. 
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though he comes into but a small fortune for an earl, five- 
and-twenty hundred a year, his uncle the General^ may 
re-establish him upon a great foot—but it will not be in his 
life, and the General does not sail after his brother on a sea 
of claret. 

You have heard details, to be sure, of the horrible 
catastrophe at the fireworks at Paris Frances, the French 
minister, told me the other night that the number of the 
killed is so great that they now try to stifle it; my letters 
say between five and six hundred ! I think there were not 
fewer than ten coach-horses trodden to death. The mob 
had poured down from the ifetoile by thousands and ten 
thousands to see the illuminations, and did not know the 
havoc they were occasioning. The impulse drove great 
numbers into the Seine, and those met with the most 
favourable deaths. 

We hear again that my Lady Orford is coming to England 
—I cannot believe it, after she has been twice at Calais and 
recoiled. 

This is a slight summer letter, but you will not be sorry 
it is so short, when the dearth of events is the cause. Last 
year I did not know but we might have a battle of Edgehill 
by this time. At present, my Lord Chatham could as 
soon raise money as raise the people; and Wilkes will not 
much longer have more power of doing either. If you was 
not busy in burning Constantinople, you could not have 
a better opportunity for taking a trip to England. Have 
you never a wish this way? Think what satisfaction it 
would be to me!—but I never advise; nor let my own 
inclinations judge for my friends. I had rather suffer their 
absence, than have to reproach myself with having given 

^ General Hon. James Cholmon- of the Danphin to the Archduchess 
deley; d. 1776. Marie Antomette. The catastrophe 

6 On the occasion of the marriage was caused by a panic in the crowd. 
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them bad counsel. I thoroforo sjiy no luoro on what would 
make me so happy. Adieu! 

1300, To tlKOHGK Montaou. 

Stniwherry Hill, Junti 1770. 

Since the sharp mountain will not como to iho liitlo hill, 
the litilo hill nmat go to tho Moni-aigu. In ahort, what do 
you think of sooing mo walk into your parli>ur a few hours 
after this epistle ? I had not time to notify myself sooner. 
Tho case is, Princess Amalie has inHisical on my going with 
her to, that is, meeting her at, Btowo on Monday, for a week. 
She mentioned it some time ago, and I thought I had parried 
it, but having been with her at Park Place ihos<^ two or three 
days, she has commanded it so positively, that I could not 
refuse. Now, as it would be extromely inconvenient to my 
indolence to be dreBSc‘d up in wt^pers and hatbands by six 
o^clock in tho morning, and lest I should be taken for chief 
mourner going to Beckford's^ fummd, I trust you will be 
charitable enough to give mo a bed at Atiorbury for one 
night, whence I can arrive at Sfcowe in a dec<uii time, and 
caparisoned as I ought to bo, wheui I have lost a brother-in- 
law, and am to meet a Princess. Don't take me for a Lansun^, 
and think all this favour portends a second marriage between 
our family and the blood royal; nor that my visit to Stowe 
implies my espousing Miss Wilkes \ I think I shall die as 
I am, neither higher nor lower; and above all things, no 
more politics. Yet I shall have many a private smile to 
myself, as I wander among all those consecrated and 
desecrated buildings, and think what company I am in, and 

Letter 1806.—William Bookford zun, and hii pnyoetod marriage to 
died on June 21, 1770. MadomoiseUe do Moutponsior, cousin 

2 Adderbury, in Oxfordsliiro. of I^ouis XIV. 

* An allusion to Antoine Nompar Maiy, daughter of John WBltos; 

de Oaumont (1638-1728), Duo do Lau- d, unmarried, 1802. 
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of all that is past—but I must shorten my letter, or you 
will not have finished it when I arrive. Adieu ! Yours— 
a-coming I a-coming ! H. W. 

1307. To Gteoege Montagu. 

Adderbury, Sunday night, July 1, 1770. 

You will be enough surprised to receive a letter from me 
dated from your own house, and may judge of my mortifica¬ 
tion at not finding you here—exactly as it happened two 
years ago. In short, here I am, and will tell you how 
I came here—in truth, not a little against my will. I have 
been at Park Place with Princess Amalie, and she insisted 
on my meeting her at Stowe to-morrow. She had men¬ 
tioned it before, and as I have no delight in a royal progress, 
and as little in the Seigneur Temple, I waived the honour 
and pleasure, and thought I should hear no more of it. 
However, the proposal was turned into a command, and 
everybody told me I could not refuse. Well, I could not 
come so near, and not call upon you ; besides, it is extremely 
convenient to my Lord Castlecomer, for it would have been 
horrid to set out at seven o’clock in the morning, full-dressed 
in my weepers, and to step out of my chaise into a drawing¬ 
room. I wrote to you on Friday, the soonest I could after 
this was settled, to notify myself to you, but find I am 
arrived before my letter. Mrs, White is all goodness ; and 
being the first of July, and consequently the middle of 
winter, has given me a good fire and some excellent coffee 
and bread and butter, and I am as comfortable as possible, 
except in having missed you. She insists on acquainting 
you, which makes me write this to prevent your coming; 
for as I must depart at twelve o’clock to-morrow, it would 
be dragging you home before your time for only half an 
hour, and I have too much regard for Lord Guilford to 
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deprive him of your conipauy. Don’t thoroioro think of 
making me this unnecessary compliment. I have treated 
your house like an inn, and it will not he friendly, if you 
do not make as free with im^. I had much rather that you 
would take it for a visit that you ought to repay. Make my 
host compliments to your hrothtu* and Lord Guilford, and 
pity me for the six dreadful days I am going to pass. Eosette 
is fast asleep in your chair, or I am surt^ she would write 
a postscript. I cannot say that sIh^ is either commanded or 
invited to ho of this royal party; hut have me, have my dog. 

I must not forget to thank you for mentioning Mrs. 
Wetenhall, on whom I should certainly wait with great 
pleasure, hut have no manner of int<mtion of going into 
Cheshire. There is not a chair or a stool in Cholmondeley, 
and my nephew, I believe, will pull it down, lie has not 
a fortune to furnish or inhabit it; axul, if his uncle should 
leave him one, ho would choose a pleasanter country. 
Adieu! Don^t be formal with me, forgive mo, and don't 
trouble your head about me. Yours evor, 

IL Walpole. 

1808. To (Ieokge Montagu. 

strawberry Hill, Haturclay night, July 7, 1770. 

Aftee making an inn of your house, it is but decent to 
thank you for my entertainment, and to acejuaint you with 
the result of my journey. The party passed off much better 
than I expected. A Princess at the head of a voiy small set 
for five days together did not promise well. However, she 
was very good-humoured and easy, and dispensed with 
a large quantity of etiquette. Lady Temple is good nature 
itself, my Lord was very civil, Lord Besborough is made 
to suit all sorts of people, Lady Mary Coke respects 
royalty too much not to be very condescending, Lady Ann 
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Howard ^ and Mrs. Middleton ^ filled up tlie drawing-room, 
or rather made it out, and I was so determined to carry 
it off as well as I could, and happened to be in such good 
spirits, and took such care to avoid politics, that we laughed 
a great deal, and had not a cloud the whole time. 

We breakfasted at half an hour after nine; but the 
Princess did not appear till it was finished; then we 
walked in the garden, or drove about it in cabriolets, till 
it was time to dress; dined at three, which, though properly 
proportioned to the smallness of company to avoid ostenta¬ 
tion, lasted a vast while, as the Princess eats and talks 
a great deal; then again into the garden till past seven, 
when we came in, drank tea and coffee, and played at 
pharaoh till ten, when the Princess retired, and we went 
to supper, and before twelve to bed. You see there was 
great sameness and little vivacity in all this. It was a little 
broken by fishing, and going round the park one of the 
mornings; but, in reality, the number of buildings and 
variety of scenes in the garden made each day different 
from the rest: and my meditations on so historic a spot 
prevented my being tired. Every acre brings to one’s mind 
some instance of the parts or pedantry, of the taste or want 
of taste, of the ambition or love of fame, or greatness or 
miscarriages, of those that have inhabited, decorated, 
planned, or visited the place. Pope, Congreve, Vanbrugh, 
Kent, G-ibbs, Lord Cobham, Lord Chesterfield, the mob of 
nephews, the Lytteltons, Grenvilles, Wests, Leonidas Glover 
and Wilkes, the late Prince of Wales, the King of Denmark, 
Princess Amelie, and the proud monuments of Lord 
Chatham’s services, now enshrined there, then anathematized 

Letter 1308.—Eldest daugliter married in 1784), fonrtli datigliter of 
of fourtii Earl of Carlisle by bis Sir William Middleton, second Baro- 
second wife, and Lady-in-Waiting to net, of Belsay Castle, near Newcastle- 
tbe Princess Amelia. on-Tyne, and Lady-in-Waitingto the 

2 Mrs. Catherine Middleton (d. xin- Princess Amelia. 
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tliero, and now again commanding thoro, with the Temple 
of Friendship, like the Temple of .Faiuis, sometimes open to 
war, and sometimes shut up in factious cahals—all these 
images crowd upon one's memor}^, and add visionary person¬ 
ages to the charming scones, that are bo enriched with fanes 
and temples, that tho real prospects are little loss than 
visions themselves. 

On Wednesday night a small Vauxhall %vas acted for us 
at the grotto in the Elysian fudds, which was illuminated 
with lamps, as were tho thicket and two little harks on the 
lake. With a little exaggeration I could make you believe 
that nothing ever was so delightful. The idea was really 
pretty, but, m my feelings have lost something of their 
romantic sensibility, I did not quite enjoy such an enter¬ 
tainment al fresco so much as I should have done twenty 
years ago. The evening was more thair cool, and the 
destined spot anything but dry. There wore not half 
lamps enough, and no music but an ancient militia-man, 
who played cruelly on a squeaking tal)or and pipe. As our 
procession descended tho vast flight of steps into tho garden, 
in which was assembled a crowd of people from Buckingham 
and the neighbouring villages to see tho Princess and the 
show, the moon shining very bright, I could not help 
laughing as I surveyed our troop, which, instead of tripping 
lightly to such an Arcadian entertainment, wore hobbling 
down by the balustrades, wrapped up in cloaks and great¬ 
coats, for fear of catching cold. The Earl, you know, is 
bent double, the Countess very lame, I am a miserable 
walker, and the Princess, though as strong as a Brunswic 
lion, makes no figure in going down fifty stone staii's. 
Except Lady Ann—and by courtesy Lady Mary, wo were 
none of us young enough for a pastoral. We supped in the 
grotto, which is as proper to this climate as a sea-coal fire 
would be in the dog-days at Tivoli. 
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But the chief entertainment of the week, at least what 
was so to the Princess, is an arch, which Lord Temple 
has erected to her honour in the most enchanting of all 
picturesque scenes. It is inscribed on one side Amelias 
SopHiAE, Aug., and has a medallion of her on the other. 
It is placed on an eminence at the top of the Elysian fields, 
in a grove of orange-trees. You come to it on a sudden, 
and are startled with delight on looking through it: you at 
once see, through a glade, the river winding at the bottom; 
from which a thicket rises, arched over with trees, but 
opened, and discovering a hillock full of hay-cocks, beyond 
which in front is the PaUadian bridge, and again over that 
a larger hill crowned with the castle. It is a tall landscape 
framed by the arch and the over-bowering trees, and com¬ 
prehending more beauties of light, shade, and buildings, 
than any picture of Albano I ever saw. 

Between the flattery and the prospect the Princess was 
really in Elysium: she visited her arch four and five times 
every day, and could not satiate herself with it. The 
statues of Apollo and the Muses stand on each side of the 
arch. One day she found in Apollo's hand the following 
lines, which I had written for her, and communicated to 
Lord Temple;— 

T’other day, with a beautiful frown on her brow. 

To the rest of the gods said the Venus of Stow, 

^What a fuss is here made with that arch just erected! 
How <mr temples are slighted, our altars neglected! 

Since yon nymph has appear’d, we are noticed no more, 
AU resort to her shrine, all her presence adore; 

And what’s more provoking, before all our faces, 

Temple thither has drawn both the Muses and Graces.’ 

‘ Keep your temper, dear child,’ Phoebus cried wdth a snuie, 
' Nor this happy, this amiable festival spoil. 

Can your shrine any longer with garlands be drest? 
When a true goddess reigns, all the false are supprest.’ 
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If you will keep my counsel, I will own to you, tkat 
originally the two last lines were much better, but I was 
forced to alter them out of decorum, not to be too pagan 
upon the occasion; in short, here they are as in the first 
sketch,— 

Eecollect, once before that our oracle ceased. 

When a real Divinity rose in the East. 

So many heathen temples around had made me talk as 
a Eoman poet would have done : but I corrected my verses, 
and have made them insipid enough to offend nobody. 
Good night. I am rejoiced to be once more in the gay 
solitude of my own little Tempo. Yours ever, 

H. W. 


1309. To THE Eael oe Steafpokd. 

strawberry Hill, July 9, 1770. 

I AM not going to tell you, my dear Lord, of the diversions 
or honours of Stowe, which I conclude Lady Mary’ has writ 
to Lady Strafford. Though the week passed cheerfully 
enough, it was more glory than I should have sought of 
my own head. The journeys to Stowe and Park Place 
have deranged my projects so, that I don’t know where 
I am, and I wish they have not given me the gout into 
the bargain; for I am come back very lame, and not at 
all with the bloom that one ought to have imported from 
the Elysian fields. Such jaunts when one is growing old is 
playing with edged tools, as my Lord Chesterfield, in one of 
his WorldSj makes the husband say to his wife, when she 
pretends that grey powder does not become her. It is 
charming at twenty to play at Elysian fields but it is no 
joke at fifty; or too great a joke. It made me laugh as we 

Letter 1309.—Lady Mary Coke, sister of Lady Strafford. 

2 At Stowe. Walpole. 
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were descending the great flight of steps from the house 
to go and sup in the grotto on the banks of Helicon: we 
were so cloaked up, for the evening was very cold, and so 
many of us were limping and hobbling, that Charon would 
have easily believed we were going to ferry over in earnest 
It is with much more comfort that I am writing to your 
Lordship in the great bow-window of my new round room, 
which collects all the rays of the south-west sun, and 
composes a sort of summer; a feel I have not known this 
year, except last Thursday. If the rains should ever cease, 
and the weather settle to fine, I shall pay you my visit at 
Wentworth Castle; but hitherto the damps have affected 
me so much, that I am more disposed to return to London 
and Hght my fire, than brave the humours of a climate so 
capricious and uncertain, in the country. I cannot help 
thinking it grows worse; I certainly remember such a thing 
as dust: nay, I still have a clear idea of it, though I have 
seen none for some years, and should put some grains in 
a bottle for a curiosity, if it should ever fly again. 

News I know none. You may be sm*e it was a subject 
carefully avoided at Stowe; and Beckford’s death had not 
raised the glass or spirits of the master of the house. The 
papers make one sick with talking of that noisy vapouring 
fool, as they would of Algernon Sidney. 

I have not happened to see your future nephew though 
we have exchanged visits. It was the fiirst time I had been 
at Marble Hill since poor Lady Suffolk’s death; and the 
impression was so uneasy, that I was not sorry not to find 
him at home. Adieu, my good Lord! Except seeing you 
both, nothing can be more agreeable than to hear of yours 
and Lady Strafford’s health, who, I hope, continues perfectly 
well. 


s Jolin, second Earl of BncMng- dangliterofLadyAimeConolly, sister 
ham, married to his second wife a of Lord Stra^oxd. Wcdpole, 
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1310. To THE Hon. Hbney Seymoue Conway. 

Arlington Stnn^t., July 12, 1770. 

Reposing under my laurels I No, no, I am reposing in 
a much better tent, under the tester of my own bed. I am 
not obliged to rise by break of day and bo dressed for tlie 
drawing-room; I may saunter in my slippc'rs till dinner¬ 
time, and not make bows till my back is as much out of 
joint as my Lord Temple’s. In short, I should die of the 
gout or fatigue, if I was to be Polonius to a Princess for 
another weekh Twice a day we made a pilgrimage to 
almost every heathen temple in that province that they 
call a garden; and thoi'e is no sallying out of the house 
without descending a llight of steps as high as St. Paul’s. 
My Lord Besborough would have dragged me up to the top 
of the column, to see all the kingdoms of the earth; but 
I would not, if he could have given them to me. To crown 
all, because we live under the line, and that wo were all of 
us giddy young creatures, of near threescore, we supped in 
a grotto in the Elysian fields, and were refreshed with rivers 
of dew and gentle showers that dripped from all the trees, 
and put us in mind of the heroic ages, when kings and 
queens were shepherds and shepherdesses, and lived in 
caves, and were wet to the skin two or throe times a day. 
Well! thank Heaven, I am emerged from that Elysium, 
and once more in a Christian country I—Not but, to say the 
truth, our pagan landlord and landlady were very obliging, 
and the party went off much better than I expected. We 
had no very recent politics, though volumes about the 
Spanish war; and as I took care to give everything a 
ludicrous turn as much as I could, the Princess was 
diverted, the six days rolled away, and the seventh is my 

Letter 1310. — ^ Mr. Walpole had moot her royal highness tho late 
been for a week at Stowe, the seat of Princess Amelia. WalxyoU. 

Earl Temple, with a party invited to 
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sabbath; and I promise you I will do no manner of work, 
I, nor my cat, nor my dog, nor anything that is mine. For 
this reason, I entreat that the journey to Goodwood may 
not take place before the 12th of August, when I will attend 
you. But this expedition to Stowe has quite blown up my 
intended one to Wentworth Castle: I have not resolution 
enough left for such a journey. Will you and Lady Ailesbury 
come to Strawberry before, or after Goodwood? I know 
you like being dragged from home as little as I do; there¬ 
fore you shall place that visit just when it is most convenient 
to you. 

I came to town the night before last, and am just return¬ 
ing. There are not twenty people in all London. Are not 
you in despair about the summer ? It is horrid to be ruined 
in coals in June and July. Adieu! Yours ever, 

Hor. Walpole. 

1311. To George Montagu. 

Strawberry Hill, July 14, 1770. 

I SEE by the papers this morning that Mr. Jenkinson ^ is 
dead. He had the reversion of my place, which would go 
away, if I should lose my brother. I have no pretensions 
to ask it, and you know it has long been my fixed resolution 
not to accept it. But as Lord North is your particular 
friend, I think it right to tell you, that you may let him 
know what it is worth, that he may give it to one of his 
own sons, and not bestow it on somebody else, without 

Letter 1311. — This was a false miralty, 1766-67 ; Lord of the Trea- 
report. Charles Jenkinson (1729- sniy, 1767-73; Joint Vice-Treasurer 
1808), M.P. for Appleby; cr. (1786) of Ireland, 1772-76; Secretaiy at 
Baron Hawkesbury of Hawkesbury, War, 1778-82; President of the 
Gloucestershire; succeeded his cousin Board of Trade, 1786-1804. He had 
as seventh Baronet in 1789 ; cr. great influence with George HI, and 
Earl of Liverpool in 1796. Under was one of the small body known as 
Secretary of State for the Southern the ‘ King’s friends.’ 

Province, 1761-62; Lord of the Ad- 
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being apprised of its value. I have seldom received less 
than fourteen hundred a year in money, and my brother, 
I think, has four more from it. There are besides many 
places in the gift of the office, and ono or two very consider¬ 
able. Do not mention this but to Lord North, or Lord 
Guilford. It is unnecessary, I am sure, for me to say to 
you, but I would wish them to bo assured that in saying 
this, I am incapable of, and above any finesse or view to 
myself. I refused the reversion for myself several years 
ago, when Lord Holland was Secretary of State, and offered 
to obtain it for me. Lord Bute, I believe, would have been 
very glad to have given it to me, before he gave it to 
Jenkinson; but I say it very seriously, and you know 
me enough to be certain I am in earnest, that I would 
not accept it upon any account. Any favour Lord North 
will do for you will give me all the satisfaction I desire. 
I am near fifty-three j I have neither ambition nor interest 
to gratify. I can live comfortably for the remainder of my 
life, though I should be poorer by 1,400Z. a year; but I 
should have no comfort if, in the dregs of life, I did 
anything that I would not do when I was twenty years 
younger. I will trust to you, therefore, to make use of 
this information in the friendly manner I mean it, and to 
prevent my being hurt by its being taken otherwise than 
as a design to serve those to whom you wish well. Adieu I 

Yours ever, 

H. W. 


1312. To Gbokob Montagit. 

strawberry Hill, Sunday [July 15,1770]. 

I AM sorry I wrote to you last night, for I find it is the 
woman Jenkinson^ that is dead, and not the man; and 

Letter 1312,—^ Amelia, daughter William and President of the Council 
of William Watts, Governor of Port in Bengal; m. (1769), as his first wife, 
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therefore I should be glad to have this arrive time enough 
to prevent your mentioning the contents of my letter. In 
that case, I should not be concerned to have given you that 
mark of my constant good -wishes, nor to have talked to you 
of my affairs, which are as weU in your breast as my own. 
They never disturb me, for my mind has long taken its 
stamp, and as I shall leave nobody much younger than 
myself behind me for whom I am solicitous, I have no 
desire beyond being easy for the rest of my life: I could 
not be so if I stooped to have obligations to any man 
beyond what it would ever be in my power to return. 
When I was in Parliament, I had the additional reason of 
choosing to be entirely free; and my strongest reason of 
all is, that I will be at liberty to speak truth both Hvmg 
and dead\ This outweighs all considerations of interest, 
and will convince you, though I believe you do not want 
that conviction, that my yesterday’s letter was as smcere in 
its resolution as in its professions to you. Let the matter 
drop entirely, as it is now of no consequence. Adieu I 

Yours ever, 

H. W. 


1313. To Sib Hoeace Mann. 

strawberry Hill, July 26, 1770. 

Are you not glad to have been so long without hearing 
from me? Your ministerial blood has had time to cool, and 
settle into the channels of representative dignity. Instead 
of Wilkes having been so, it looks as if Beckford had been 
the firebrand of politics, for the flame has gone out entirely 
since his death. 

And corn grows now where Troy town stood: 

Charles JenMnson, afterwards Earl ^ Probably an aUnsion to tb© 
of Liverpool, Memoirs. 
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both country gentlemen and farraor.s are thinking of their 

harvest, not of petitions and remonstrances. 

Yet, don't think I write merely to tell you that I have 
nothing to tell you. If I have nothing to tell, I have some¬ 
thing to ask—something that you would grant without my 
asking, and yet that you will like to do because I ask it. In 
short, not to convert my request into a riddle, the Duke of 
Newcastle’s eldest son, Lord Lincoln, is coming to your 
Florence, and his father has desired my recommendation. 
I have represented how little occasion there could bo for 
my interposition; you knew his father, aro obliging to 
everybody, and attentive to such rank. However, if you 
can throw in a little extraordinary cordiality for my sake, 
it will much oblige me. The Duke and I have been 
intimate from our schoolhood, and I should like to have 
him find that I have been zealous about his son. But if 
a word is enough to the wise, a syllable is enough to the 
kindness and friendship you have ever had for mo, and there¬ 
fore I will only add, that the Duke has begged another 
word for Mr. Chamberlayne^, who travels with Lord Lincoln. 
I hope you will find he deserves it: I do not know him, and 
therefore I am always in a fright when I frank anybody to 
you that I cannot answer for. And, what is worse, you 
never complain though one send you bears or tigers. 

My Lady Orford has been in England this month, and 
overwhelms folks with kisses and embraces, I suppose her 
son thinks she would stifle him, for I believe he has not 
come near her—but I do not trouble myself with their 
affairs. She is now gone to her estate in Devonshire, and 
they say talks of returning to Italy in September. 

Letter 1318.—^ Probably Edward Seorotary to tho Troasury in March 
Chamberlayne, who also acted as 1788, but was so overcome by tho 
tutor to the eldest son of Horace idea of his responsibilities that ho 
Walpole’s cousin, Lord Walpole of committed suicide after holding his 
Wolterton, Ho was appointed Joint office a few days. 
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I have quite done with your Eussian expedition; it 
travels as slowly as if it went by the stage-coach. I expected 
another Bajazet in chains by this time. Instead of that, 
they are haggling with the Turk about some barbarous 
villages in the Morea. They stop at everything, though 
their mistress stops at nothing. I know this is a very brief 
letter; but you do not wish that I should have a battle of 
Naseby to send you. Adieu ! 

1314. To Sib Hobace Mann. 

Arlington Street, Ang. 31, 1770. 

I MUST write to you this very minute. I have just seen 
my Lady Orford and Cavalier Mozzi. I came to town this 
morning on some business, and after dinner went to Holland 
House, where I was sitting with Lord and Lady Holland, 
when the Countess and her knight-errant were announced. 
Lady Holland was distressed, and offered to go down to her: 
I said, by no means, it was quite a matter of indifference to 
me; nay, that I had rather see her than not. Up they 
came: we bowed and curtseyed, grew perfectly free immedi¬ 
ately, and like two persons that are well-bred, easy, and not 
much acquainted. She stayed a full hour; we pronounced 
each other’s name without any difficulty, and when she took 
leave, for she sets out on Tuesday, she asked if I had any 
orders for Paris. I find her grown much older, bent, her 
cheeks fallen in, and half her teeth fallen out; but much 
improved in her manner and dress. The latter is that of 
other old women, her face not flustered and heated as it 
used to be, her impetuosity and eager eyes reduced within 
proper channels, and none of her screams and exclamations 
left, though a good deal of kissing remains at her entry and 
exit. It is not fair to judge at first sight and hearing, but 
the cavalier seems no genius, and still less adapted to his 

WALPOLE. VII n d 
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profession en litre d'officc. I cannot say I discovered anything 
of the Countess’s asthma or ill-health. So I hear her silly 
son thought. He has at last been to see her, but I believe 
only once, and that for one hour only. I do not think that 
if she was dying, he would give himself more trouble: he 
has no more attention for himself than for anybody else. 

If you saw this town, you would not think there could be 
any news in it. It is as empty as Ferrara. Il^ot that there 
is anything more new anywhere else. If a dead calm 
portends a storm at land as well as at sea, we are at the 
eve of a violent hurricane. We have lived these two months 
upon the poor Duke of Cumberland, whom the newspapers, 
in so many letters, call the Moyal Idiot I do not know how 
such language will be taken abroad, but there has been 
a paper on the King of Spain that has half-choked the 
Prince of Masserano. Unluckily, it was written with 
uncommon humour, and described his Catholic Majesty 
falling down upon the floor with excessive fatigue from 
thrashing a horse in the tapestry, which he tried to mount. 
Another paper on Louis XV was threatened, but two French 
officers went to the printer and assured him that they would 
have the honour of putting him to death if a word appeared 
against their master,—and the paper has not appeared. 
The Spanish Ambassador has menaced and complained: 
the ministers, who could scarce keep their countenances, 
the paper was so droll, lamented, che fare? Not 

a tapestry-horse at home escapes: how can we make you 
reparation, when we cannot help ourselves ? ’ In the mean¬ 
time, I must confess, we are a parcel of savages, and scalp 
all the world. 

Our newspapers tell us of Eussian victories by sea and 
land, but I will not believe them till they have your 
conflrmation. I hate such rambling wars: the accounts 
are more like a book of travels, than journals of a campaign. 
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One hears a town is besieged, and tliree months after, one 
learns that no army has been within two hundred leagues 
of it. I know almost as much of the Emperor of the moon 
as of the Grand Signior. 

My Lady Orford says you have the gout—I don’t mean 
just now, but she spoke of it as if it was upon your regular 
establishment. She offered to carry you a pair of the 
bootikins, but I said I thought I had sent you some, at 
least that I had mentioned them to you. Did not I? 
Your brother finds benefit from them, and I very consider¬ 
able benefit. You have said so little of your gout, that 
I thought it was not more than, as the French say, a 
pretension. She says as everybody says, that you are 
fatter. I wonder what she thought of me; I believe she 
did not find me much younger than I thought her; con¬ 
sidering it is at least sixteen years since we met, and such 
a period embellishes nobody. 

Adieu! my dear Sir, tell me if you would have any 
bootikins. I had rather you would tell me you have no 
occasion for them ; not that I am one of the great abhorrers 
of the gout; at least, as I have it rarely. I find it a total 
dispensation from physicians, and that is something. 

1315. To Lady Maey Coke. 

Strawberry Hill, Sept. 13, 1770. 

The first moment’s intermission from pain ought to be 
dedicated, good Lady Mary, to you, though I have still 
enough left to make even the pleasure of writing to you 
some anguish. Your kindness never alters, you [are] one 
of the very few upon whom one may for ever depend. As 
I have been out of bed but two single hours since Saturday 

Letteb 1315.—Not in 0. ; reprinted from Letters and Journals of Lady 
Mary Coke^ vol iii. p. 283, n. 1. 
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night, I cannot dare to giioss when I shall be in town, 
I should bo sorry indeed not to see your Ladyship before you 
go, but at present I am worse than I should wish any friend 
to see me. Bo so good as to thank Lady Greenwich and 
Lady Chai'lotte Edwin for their goodness to mo, and if you 
see Lady Townshend, pray be so obliging as to tell her how 
sincerely I am concornod for her loss h I am too weak to 
say more. I wish you all the happiness you deserve. Lady 
Mary, and am ever faithfully and devotedly yours, 

Hor. Walpole. 

1316. To THE OOXJNTESS OF TJPPEE OSSORY. 

strawberry Hill [Sept. 1770]. 

I AM quite ashamed, Madam, that your Ladyship should 
ask for such trifles as my w’^ritings, and ask so often. I beg 
your pardon, and obey, to save you any more trouble; which 
is the cause of my sending them in so improper a manner. 
I have none bound, nor any but what I send. There are, in 
truth, besides, and I ought to blush that there are so many, 
the Anecdotes of Tainting^ the Castle of Otrantoj and Eichard 
the Third. The first cannot entertain you ; the second, not 
a second time; and the third must appear dry when no 
longer a novelty. Your Ladyship shall have all these if 
you please, but be assured that, though nobody’s approbation 
flatters me so much as your Ladyship’s, it cannot persuade 
me that my writings deserve half you are so good as to say 
of them. If you knew how little I am content with them, 
you would know that I had much rather never hear them 
mentioned. As I wish to be allowed to see your Ladyship 
and Lord Ossory as much as I may without being trouble- 

1 The death of her daughter-in- original editor, but the day of the 
law, Lady Townshend. month is probably wrong, as the 

Letter 1316,—Dated Sept. 16 by following letter is dated Sept. 16, 
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some, let it be, Madam, without the authorship coming in 
question. I hold that character as cheap as I do almost 
eyerything else, and, having no respect for authors, am not 
weak enough to have any for myself on that account. It is 
a much greater honour to be permitted to call myself 

Yours, &c. 

1317. To THE Countess oe Uppee Ossoey. 

Strawberry Hill, Sept. 15, 1770. 

It was lucky for your Ladyship and Lord Ossory, that 
I prevented your doing me the honour of a visit last 
Monday. The very night I wrote (this day se’nnight) I 
was put into my bed, and have not been out of it since 
but three times, to have it made. I will not tell your 
Ladyship what I have suffered, because lovers and good 
Christians are alone allowed to brag of their pains, and 
to be very vain of being very miserable. I am content 
at present with having recovered my write-ability enough 
to thank your Ladyship and Lord Ossory for your kind 
intentions, which, for my own sake, I have not virtue 
enough to decline, nor for your sakes the confidence to 
accept. Lord Ossory has seen me in the gout, and knows 
I am not very peevish; consequently you might bear to 
make me a visit, but as I cannot flatter myself that I shall 
be able to quit my bedchamber before Tuesday, since, at 
this instant, I am writing in bed, I dare not ask you, Madam, 
to risk passing any time in a sick chamber. 

As nothing would give me more pleasure sincerely than 
to see your Ladyship and Lord Ossory here for a few days, 
when I could enjoy it, why should not you a short time 
hence bring Mr. Fitzpatrick \ Harry Conway, Charles Fox, 

Letter 1317. — ^ Hon. EicLard of first Earl of Upper Ossory, and 
Eitzpatrick (1747-1813), second son brother-in-law of Horace Walpole’s 
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or who you please, and make a little October party hither? 
It would be the most agreeable honour in the world to me, 
and I flatter myself, from your kind disposition to me, 
Madam, would not be very tedious to you. If you will 
name your time, nothing shall interfere %vith it. When a 
fit of the gout has just turned the corner, one flatters one¬ 
self that nothing bad can happen, and one talks with an 
impudent air of immortality—how you would smile if you 
saw the figure my immortality makes at this moment! 
I fancy I look very like the mummy of some sacred crane 
which Egyptian piety bundled up in cored cloths, and called 
preserving. The very bones of the claw I am widting with 
are wrapped in a flannel glove. However, your Ladyship 
sees to how near the end of n>y existence I am 

Yours, &c. 


1318. To Sir Horace Mann. 

strawberry Hill, Sept. 20, 1770. 

Yesterday I received your confirmation of the great, the 
vast, the complete victory of the Kussians^ over the Turkish 
fleet. Indeed, for shortness, I had chosen to credit the first 
account. As all the part I take in it is the bigness of the 
event, it would have lost all its poignancy if I had waited 
to have it authenticated. It is impossible to interest oneself 
for that woman, who, by murdering her husband, has had 
an opportunity of spreading so much devastation. Yet, as 
the French have miscarried in blowing up this conflagration, 
I am not sorry Catharine is triumphant. It is amusing too, 

correspondent, the Countess of Upper was the most intimate friend of 
filtered the army in Charles James Eox. He was a good 
1765, ^ and saw service during the scholar, and a writer of vera de aocUt6, 
itoerican War. He became M.P. for His Dorinda^ a Town Eclogue^ was 
TavMtw.k in 1774; Chief Secretary printed at Strawberry Hill in 1776. 
Sroo Letter 1318.—^ At Ohesme, in 

1783 ; General, 1808. Fitzpatrick Asia Minor, on July 6, 1770. 
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to live at the crisis of a prodigious empire’s fall. Conse¬ 
quently, you must take care that Constantinople does not 
escape. I do not insist on its being sacked, or that, 
according to a line of Sir Charles Williams, in a parody 
of a bombast rant of Lord Granville, there 

Should viziers’ heads come rolling down Constantinople’s 
streets! 

I have no Christian fury to satiate, and wish revolutions 
could happen with as little bloodshed as in the EeJiearsal. 
Nor do I interest myself for the honour of prophecies. If 
the Church pretends, for want of knowing what better to do 
with it, to wrench Daniel’s times, and time, and half a time, 
to the present case, it can only be by the job being 
accomplished in half the time that anybody else expected,— 
and, let me tell you, it is a good deal for prophecy to come 
a quarter so near any truth. What will the Czarina do 
with the Ottoman world ? will she hold it in commmdam, 
or send her son to reign there, that he may not remain too 
near her own throne ? It may save poisoning him. 

And pray what has carried the Pretender to Florence ? 
Does he remain there ? Has anybody a mind to be doing 
with him? He must be adroit indeed if he escapes your 
vigilance. 

I am laid at length upon my couch while I am writing to 
you, having had the gout above these three weeks in my 
hand, knee, and both feet, and am still lifted in and out 
of bed by two servants. This gives me so melancholy a 
prospect, that I taste very little comfort in that usual 
compliment, of the gout being an earnest of long life,— 
alas! is not long life then, an earnest of the gout ? and do 
the joys of old age compensate the pains ? What cowards 
we are, when content to purchase one evil with another! 
and when both are sure to grow worse upon our hands! 
Let the happiest old person recount his enjoyments, and see 
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who would covot thorn; yet each of us is weak enough to 
expect a better lot! Oh, luy dear Sir, what self-deluding 
fools we are through every state!—hut wliy fill you with my 
gloom? perhaps our best resource is the cheat we practise 
on ourselves. Adieu! 

1319. To Lauv Mauy Coke. 

Monday ovoniny, Sopt. 24, 1770. 

It was a fchoroiigli mortification, deax' Lady Mary, not to 
see your Ladyship yesterday, when you was so very good as 
to call; and it was no small ono not to bo able to answer 
your note this morning. My relapse, I believe, was owing 
to the very sudden change of weather. However, it has 
humbled me so much that I shall readily obey your com¬ 
mands and he much more careful of not catching cold again. 
If it is possible I shall remove to London before you set 
out: if it is not, I wish you health, happiness, and amuse¬ 
ment—and, may I say, a surfeit of travelling, I am glad 
you cannot go and visit the Ottoman Emperor, and I have 
too good an opinion of you to tlxink you will visit the 
Northern Eury. If after this journey you will not stay 
at home with us, I protest I will have a painted oilcloth 
hung at your door, with an account of your having been 
shown to the Emperor of Germany and the Lord knows 
how many other potentates. Weill Madam, make haste 
back; you see how fast I grow old; I shall not be a very 
creditable lover long, nor able to drag a chain that is heavier 
than that of your watch. Yet while a shadow of me lasts, 
it will glide after you with friendly wishes, and put you in 
mind of the attachment of 

Your most faithful slave, 

Hoe. Walpole. 

Lettkb 1819.—Not in 0.; reprinted from Letter's and Journals of Lady 
Mary Coke, vol. iii. p. 294, n. 1. 
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1320. To Geoege Hontagu. 

Strawberry Hill, Oct. S, 1770. 

I AM going on in the sixth week of my fit, and haying 
had a return this morning in my knee, I cannot flatter 
myself with any approaching prospect of recovery. The 
gate of painful age seems open to me, and I must travel 
through it as I may! 

If you have not written one word for another, I am at 
a loss to understand you. You say you have taken a house 
in London for a year, that you are gone to Waldeshare for 
six months, and then shall come for the winter. Either you 
mean six weeks, or differ with most people in reckoning 
April the beginning of winter. I hope your pen was in 
a hurry, rather than your calculation so uncommon. I 
certainly shall be glad of your residing in London, I have 
long wished to live nearer to you, but it was in happier 
days—I am now so dismayed by these returns of gout, that 
I can promise myself few comforts in any future scenes of 
my life. 

I am much obliged to Lord Guilford and Lord Korth, 
and was very sorry that the latter came to see Strawberry 
in so bad a day, and when I was so extremely ill, and full 
of pain, that I scarce knew he was here; and as my coach¬ 
man was gone to London to fetch me bootikins, there was 
no carriage to offer him—but, indeed, in the condition I then 
was, I was not capable of doing any of the honours of my 
house, suffering at once in my hand, knee, and both feet. 
I am still lifted out of bed by two servants, and by their 
help travel from my bedchamber down to the couch in my 
blue room—but I shall conclude, rather than tire you with 
so unpleasant a history. Adieu I 

Yours ever, 

H. W. 
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1321. To THE Countess oe Ui’ekji Ohsoey. 

SiniwlH'rry Hill, Oct. 4, 1770. 

Your Ladyship's very obliging letter would at any other 
time havo been a cruel disappointment to mo j but I am 
so unfit to receive good company, thaty in charity to your 
Ladyship and Lord Ossoiy, I believe I should once more, 
mortifying as it would havo been to mo, havo bogged you 
to avoid me. Had you come hither, Madam, at your return 
from Winterslow^ you would have found me about as much 
at ease as St. Lawrence was upon his gridiron, and, though 
I have been in no danger, as ho was, I think I may say I 
have been saved^ hut so as hy fire; for I do not believe roast¬ 
ing is much worse than what I havo sutTered—ono can be 
broiled, too, but once; but I have gone through the whole 
fit twice, it returning the moment I thought myself cured. 
I am still dandled in the arms of two servants, and not yet 
arrived at my go-cart. In short, I am fit for nothing but 
to be carried into the House of Lords to prophesy. 

I beg your Ladyshij)'s x)ardon for troubling you with this 
account. The young and happy ought not to be wearied 
with the histories of the ancient and the sick. We should 
bid adieu to the world when we are no longer proper for it; 
it is enough if we are excused for being out of our coffin, 
without fatiguing people till they wish one there. You 
may depend upon it, therefore, Madam, that I wiU not 
come to Houghton Park^ with any monumental symptoms 
about me. If by one of those miracles which self-love or 
blindness firmly believes in, I should grow prodigiously 
juvenile and healthy before Christmas, I will cei-tainly come 

Lettke 1321.—1 Lord Holland’s seat in Bodfordshiro, with Houghton 
seat near Salisbury. Park House, an ancient mansion at 

^ Horace Walpole hero seems to no great distance from it, 
confuse Ampthill Park, Lord Ossory’s 
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and fcliank you, Madam, for all your goodness. If not, you 
will, I trust, believe my gratitude, till I can assure you of 
it in Brook Street, where I hope you will still allow me 
a place by your fireside, in consideration of my having been 
so long 

Your Ladyship’s most devoted, &c. 


1322. To SiE Hoeace Mann. 

strawberry Hill, Oct. 4, 1770. 

Seeing such accounts of press-gangs in the papers, and 
such falling of stocks, you will wonder that in my last 
I did not drop a military syllable. Alas! when I had 
a civil war all over my own person, you must not wonder, 
unpatriotic as it was, that I forgot my country. But 
I ought not to call ignorance forgetfulness: I did not even 
know with whom we were going to war; and now that 
I know with whom, I do not know that we are going to 
war. England that lives in the north of Europe, and Spain 
that dwells in the south, are vehemently angry with one 
another about a morsel of rock^ that lies somewhere at 
the very bottom of America,—for modem nations are too 
neighbourly to quarrel about anything that lies so near 
them as in the same quarter of the globe. Pray, mind; 
we dethrone nabobs in the most north-east corner of the 
Indies; the Czarina sends a fleet from the Pole to besiege 
Constantinople; and Spain huffs, and we arm, for one of 

Letter 1822.—^ The Falkland bnry) to demand the rostitntion of 
Island. Walpole .—^In June 1770 the the settlement and the disavowal of 
English garrison at Port Egmont in the Governor’s action. The court 
the Falkland Isles was captured by ofSpain refused to comply with these 
the Spanish under the Governor of demands, and Mr. Harris was ordered 
Buenos Ayres. When this news by the Secretary of State to leave 
reached England (in October) the Madrid- Before he had got far from 
Government made preparations for the capital ho was overtaken by a 
war, and instructed the English courier who announced that Spain 
Charge d’Affaires at Madrid (Mr, had granted the demands of England 
Harris, afterwards Earl of Malmes- (Jan. 1771). 
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tho oxtreniities of tlio southern hemisphere. It takes a 
twelvemonth for any one of us to arxive at our object, and 
almost another twelvemonth before we can learn what we 
have boexi a]>oui. Your patriarchs, wlio livi‘<l eight or nine 
huiulrod yt3ars, could afford to wait oighttuui or twenty 
months for the post coming in, !>ui it is too ridiculous in 
our post-diluvian circumsiaiH'OH, By nc^xt century, I suppose, 
wo shall fight for tho Dog-star and tho Orcmt Boar. The 
stocks begin to rocovor a little fn>m thoir panic, and their 
pulse is a very tolerable indication. 

Two of your bx'ethren died last Sunday morning; so your 
sxmrs, wherein true knighthood lien, should go into double 
mourning. Lord Grantham® and Sir Bichard Lyttelton are 
the persons; the latter died very suddenly, though each has 
long been in a de|)lorabl(3 %vay, the first with excess of 
scurvy, tho latter with tho loss of his liinlis. Lord Gran¬ 
tham was a miserable object, but Sir Kichard all jollity and 
generosity, and a very cheerful statue. 

I am not such a j>hilosopher with my iem|>orary confine¬ 
ment, To-day I began to be led a little about the room. 
The pain would be endurable, were it to end here,* but 
being the wicket through which one s<j[ueezes into old age, 
and the prospect ixointing to more such wickets, I cannot 
comfort myself with that common delusion of intermediate 
health. "What does tho gout euro that is so bad as itself ? 
With this raven-croaking mortality at my window, I am 
acting as if I did not believe its bodings—I am building 
again! Nay, but only a bedchamber, the sort of room 
I seem likely to inhabit much time together. It will bo 
large, and on the first floor, as I am not at all x>roud of 
that American state, being carried on the shoulders of my 
servants. Indeed, I raise mole-hills with little pleasure 

,, Thomas Bobinson, Knight of tho Bath, and ilrst Lord Grantham of 

that family. Walpole. 
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now. When reflection has once mixed itself with our 
pursuits, it renders them very insipid. Charming, thought¬ 
less folly can alone give any substance to our visions! The 
moment we perceive they are visions, it is in vain to shut 
our eyes and pretend to dream. 

Saturday, 6th. 

I was interrupted on Thursday by a visit from London, 
and now my letter cannot set out till Tuesday; but it gives 
me time to acknowledge one I received from you this morning 
of September 22nd. 

Notwithstanding the testimonies you give, and which 
I well recollect, of the juvenile huntings of the great Prince 
of Tuscany^, and the slaughter he used to make of game in 
tapestry, it is, nevertheless, certain that the paper published 
here was a mistake, and ascribed to him what related to his 
predecessor. It was King Perdinand that was so watch- 
mad, and who kept a correspondence by constant couriers 
with Elliker the famous watchmaker. It was Ferdinand, 
too, who, on going out of the drawing-room, always made 
an effort, or at least motion with his leg, that indicated 
a temptation to mount a horse in tapestry that hung near 
the door. It may, indeed, be a disorder in the family, and 
it may run in the blood to have an itch after tapestry 
animals. I am sure I wish I had a rage for riding and 
shooting my furniture, by a genealogic disorder, instead of 
the gout, which, though we can scarce discover any gouty 
stains in my pedigree, I must conclude derived thence, as 
my temperance and sobriety would have set up an ancient 
philosopher. I begin to creep about my room, and can tell 
you, for your comfort, that by the cool, uncertain manner in 
which you speak of your fits, I am sure you never have had 
the gout. I have known several persons talk of it, that 

* Don Carlos, afterwards Bang of Naples, and then of Spain. Walpole. 

^ Probably John Bllicott; d. 1772. 
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might m well have funeimi tht^y hail the gout when they 
HXUHizeil. You nhall have, Ihnvt'ver, a pair <if bootikins to 
hang up in ytmr aninniry, 

I Hiill knew nething of the wair. Vawi preparatiena every¬ 
where go on, yi4 nobtHly thinks it will ripen. We used to 
makt^ war witluaii pn^pariiig; I hopi^ tln^ reverse will be 
true now. Wlu*re is the geuthaium tiud came lahdy from 
Koine? IhiH iht*re been any tluaight of hauling him a 
iupestry-horso? '‘Phero is a terribh* st*t of hangings in the 
lIouHo of Lords’* that would frighten them I was going to 
say, out <d‘, but 1 slunild say, into their Kenses. It is the 
repiiwontaiion the deslrueiion td* tluj Spanish Armada. 
It is enough to cure the whole royal family i>f Spain of their 
passion for encountering iaimtry. 

Wo have a ni^w ship, which, I hear, t 4 irrifies all the foreign 
ministers ; it is named tlu^ Briiannm, and though carrying 
an hundred and twenty guns, Hails an pertly as a frigate. 
Seamen jELock in apace; the firttt m|uadron will consist of 
sixteen ships of the lint^. Your (jcu'ps Diphunatique says 
our seamen are so impeiuous, and Hi» eager for prize-money, 
that it will be impossible to avoid a war: I am sure it would 
be impossible if they were the contrary. 

Who do you think is arrivc^d ? The famous Princess 
Daschkaw, the Czarina’s favourite and accomplice, now in 
disgrace~and yet alive! Nay, both she and the Empress 
are alive I She has put her son to Wc^stminsier School 
The devU is in it, if the son of a eonspiratross with an 
English education does not turn out a notable politician. 
I am impatient to get well, or at least hope she may stay 
till I am, that I may see her. Cooled as my curiosity is 
about most things, I own I am eager to see this amazon, 
who had so great a share in a revolution, wlien she was not 

® The Pretender. Wal.poU, 

* A tapestry in the H<m»e of I^ords. WalpoU, 
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above nineteen. I have a print of tbe Czarina, with. Eussian 
verses under it, written by this virago. I do not under¬ 
stand them, but I conclude their value depends more on the 
authoress than the poetry. One is pretty sure what they do 
not contain—truth. Adieu ! 


1323. To Gteoeoe Montagu. 

Arlington Street, Get. 16, 1770. 

At last I have been able to remove to London, but though 
seven long weeks are gone and over since I was seized, I am 
only able to creep about upon a flat floor, but cannot go up 
or down stairs. However, I have patience, as I can at least 
fetch a book for myself, instead of having a servant bring 
me a wrong one. 

I am much obliged to Lord G-uilford ^ for his goodness to 
me, and beg my thanks to him.. 

When you go to Canterbury, pray don’t wake the Black 
Prince ; I am very unwarlike, and desire to live the rest of 
my time upon the stock of glory I saved to my share out 
of the last war. 

I know no more news than I did at Strawberry; there 
are not more people in town than I saw there. I intend to 
return thither on Friday or Saturday. Adieu! 

Yours ever, 

H. W.^ 


Letter 1323.—^ The letter is ad¬ 
dressed to 

‘ George Montagu, Esq., 
at the Earl of Guilford’s, 
Waldeshare, 

Kent.’ 

2 This is the last of the letters ad¬ 
dressed by Walpole to Montagu. The 
following note in Horace Walpole’s 
handwriting, relating to the corre¬ 


spondence between himself and Mon¬ 
tagu, is prefixed to the collection of 
the original letters of Walpole to 
Montagu in the Kimbolton MSS.:— 
‘Mr. Frederick Montagu will do 
what he pleases with these letters. 
As miue must he preserved, they may 
be kept together, as they may serve 
to explain passages in each other. 

Oct. 28, 1784. Hor. Walpole.’ 
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1324 Q^o THE Eael ok Strafford. 

Arlington Sirtot, Oci. IG, 1770. 

Tiiouan I luivo bo very little to nay, it is but my duty, 
my clear Lord, to thank you for your extreme goodness to 
mo and your inquiring after me. I wiis very bad again last 
week, but have mended so much since Fritiay night, that 
I really now believe the fit is over. I came to town on 
Sunday, and can creep about my room oven without a stick, 
which is more felicity to me than if I had got a white one. 
I do not aim yet at such preferment iis walking upstairs; 
but having moulted my stick, I Hatter myself I shall come 
forth again without being lame. 

The few I have seen toll me there is nobody else in town. 
That is no grievance to mo, when I should bo at the mercy 
of all that should please to bestow their idle time upon me. 
I know nothing of the war-egg, hut that sometimes it is to 
be hatched and sometimes to be addled. Many folks get 
into the nest, and sit as hai*d upon it as they can, concluding 
it will produce a golden chick. As I shall not be a feather 
the better for it, I hate that game-breed, and prefer tbo old 
hen Peace and her dunghill brood. My compliments to my 
Lady and all her poultry. 

I am, my dear Lord, 

Your infinitely obliged and faithful humble servant, 

ITor. Walpole. 

1325. To THE Earl oe Chaelemoht. 

My Lord, Arlington street, Oct. 17, 1770. 

I am very glad your Lordship resisted your disposition to 
make me an apology for doing me a great honour; for, if 
you had not, the Lord knows where I should have found 
words to have made a proper return. Still you have left 
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me greatly in your debt. It is very kind to remember me, 
and kinder to honour me with your commands: they shall 
be zealously obeyed to the utmost of my little credit; for an 
artist that your Lordship patronizes will, I imagine, want 
little recommendation, besides his own talents. It does not 
look, indeed, like very prompt obedience, when I am yet 
guessing only at Mr. Jervais’s^ merit; but though he has 
lodged himself within a few doors of me, I have not been 
able to get to him, having been confined near two months 
with the gout, and still keeping my house. My fibrst visit 
shall be to gratify my duty and curiosity. I am sorry to 
say, and beg your Lordship’s pardon for the confession, that, 
however high an opinion I have of your taste in the arts, 
I do not equally respect your judgement in books. It is in 
truth a defect you have in common with the two great men 
who are the respective models of our present parties— 

The hero William, and the martyr Charles. 

You know what happened to them after patronizing Kneller 
and Bernini— 

One knighted Blackmore, and one pension’d Quarles. 

After so saucy an attack, my Lord, it is time to produce 
my proof. It lies in your own postscript, where you express 
a curiosity to see a certain tragedy, with a hint that the 
other works of the same author have found favour in your 
sight, and that the piece ought to have been sent to you. 
But, my Lord, even your approbation has not made that 
author vain; and for the play in question, it has so many 
perils to encounter, that it never thinks of producing itself. 
It peeped out of its lurking corner once or twice; and one 
of those times, by the negligence of a friend, had like to 

Lutteb 1826.—John Jervais or window in New CoUege C^pel, Ox- 
Jarvis (d. 1799), a glass-painter. He ford, for which the designs were 
was afterwards employed on the given by Sir Joshua Eeynolds. 
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havG been, what is often pretended in prefaces, stolen^ and 
consigned to the Jewess, When your Lordship comes to 
England, which, for every reason but that, I hope will 
be soon, you shall certainly sm it; and will then allow, 
I am sure, how improper it would be for tho author to risk 
its appearance in public. However, unworthy as that author 
may be, from his talents, of your Lordship's favour, do not 
let its demerits be confounded with tho estocun and attach¬ 
ment with which he has the honour to be, my Lord, your 
Lordship's most devoted servant. 


1326. To Sir Horace Mann. 

Arlington Street, Nov. IS, 1770. 

I BEGIN my letter to-night, on tho eve of many events, 
which will probably fill my paper, but at present I am only 
making my letter ready. The Parliament is to meet 
to-morrow, though the definitive courier from Spain is 
not expected these three days; so the King's Speech must 
blow both hot and cold. However, the ministers need fear 
no Parliamentary war of any consequence. The deaths of 
Beckford and Lord Granby, and that of Mr. Grenville \ 
which is expected every day, leave Lord Chatham without 
troops or generals, and unless like Almanzor® he thinks 
he can conquer alone, he must lean on Lord Kockingham; 
and God knows! that is a slender reed. Wilkes and his 
party are grown ridiculous; so that, upon the whole, 
opposition is little formidable. I believe and hope the 
complexion of the answer from Spain will be pacific. We 
have by this time, or shall by to-morrow, have a Lord 

Lmtthe 1326.—1 Q-eorge GrenviUo, ohequer. Walpole, 
younger brother of Richard, Earl Qonqitest of Ormada, 

Temple, had been First Lord of the Walpole. 

Treasury, and Chancellor of the Ex- 



To Sir Sorace Mann 


419 


1770] 

Chancellor’, It is De Grey, tliG Attorney-General; a very 
proper one, as often as the gout will let him be so. I am 
not afflicted with it like him, and mine, thanks to water 
and the bootikins, is entirely gone; yet I would not take 
the Great Seal. Mr. Conway has succeeded Lord Granby as 
Colonel of the Blues, the most agreeable post in the army. 
Lady Aylesbury’s father ^ the Duke of Argyle, is just dead; 
so the charming Duchess of Hamilton is now Duchess of 
Argyle. As she is not quite so charming as she was, I don’t 
know whether it is not better than to retain a title that put 
one in mind of her beauty. Lord Egmont® is given over 
too, so the next volume of our history will have few of the 
old actors in it. Thus much for preface. To-morrow, or 
Friday, I may tell you more. 

To-morrow, 13th. 

Mr. Grenville died at seven this morning; consequently 
Lord Chatham and Lord Temple cannot be at the House 
of Lords. The King’s Speech is very firm, and war must 
ensue if Spain is not very 3 delding. As we shall probably 
know in two or three days, I shall keep back my letter till 
Friday. 

Thursday, 15th. 

Ko courier, no Chancellor yet. De Grey was only to be 
Lord Keeper, and now hesitates—for men in these tunes are 
the reverse of commodities at an auction; when there is but 
one man to be sold, and but one bidder for him, that bidder 
is forced to enhance upon himself. Half the revenue goes 
in salaries, and the other half will go in pensions to persuade 
people to accept those salaries. However, Lord Mansfield, 
who had already been frightened out of the Speaker’s chair, 
will not be encouraged by a Junius that came out yesterday, 

S The Great Seal continued in com- of Argyll, in that title. Wal:pole, 
mission untilJanuary 1771, ® John Perceval, second Earl of 

^ General John Campbell sue- Egmont. WaVpole .—^He died on Dec. 
ceeded his cousin Archibald, Duke 4,1770. 
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tlio most oiitragoous, I suppose^ evor publisliod against so 
high a magistrate by name. The t^xcess of abuse, the 
personality, and now attacks on tlie Scotch, make people 
ascribe it to Wilkes * to nm the composition is far above him. 

The Parliament opened with nothing more than conversa¬ 
tion in both IIou8(‘S: Lord Chatham, Lord Temple, and all 
the friends of Mr. Grenville, absenting themselves, as he 
was dead that morning. The complexion, however, seemed 
to he military. Lord North spoke well, and with great 
prudence ,* Colonel BarnS with wit and severity; Burke 
warmly, and not well. I write this to-day because I am 
obliged to go to Strawberry to-morrow on some business of 
my own; but if I learn anything particular tomight, I will 
add it before I set out in the morning. 

Friday morning. 

No, nothing now, but that Baron Smyth, ono of the 
Commissioners of the Great Seal, is to be Lord Keeper. 
I know nothing of him, but that he is a Methodist, and 
a gxmdson of Waller's Sacharissa, by a second husband. 

Well! I have seen the Princess Baschkaw, iind she is well 
worth seeing—not for her person, though, for an absolute 
Tartar, she is not ugly; her smile is pleasing, but her eyes 
have a very Catiline fierceness. Her behaviour is extra¬ 
ordinarily frank and easy. She talks on all subjects, and 
not ill, nor with striking pedantry, and is (piick and very 
animated. She puts herself above all attention to dress, and 
everything feminine, and yet sings tenderly and agreeably, 
with a pretty voice. She, and a Eussian lady that 
accompanies her, sung two songs of the people, who are 
all musical; one was grave, the other lively, but with 
very tender turns, and both resembling extremely the 
Venetian barcarolles. She speaks English a little, under¬ 
stands it easily: French is very familiar to her, and she 
knows Latin. When the news of the naval victory over 
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the Turks arrived at Petersburgh, the Czarina made the 
archbishop mount the tomb of Peter the Great, and ascribe 
the victory to him as the founder of the marine. It was 
a bold coup de theatre, and Pagan enough. The discourse, 
which is said to be very elegant, the Princess has translated 
into French, and Dr. Hinchcliffe, Bishop of Peterborough, 
is to publish it in English. But, as an instance of her 
quickness and parts, I must tell you that she went to 
a Quakers’ meeting. As she came away, one of the women 
came up to her, and told her she saw she was a foreigner, 
that she wished her all prosperity, and should be very glad 
if anything she had seen amongst them that day should 
contribute to her salvation. The Princess thanked her very 
civilly, and said, ^ Madame, je ne S 9 ais si la voie de silence 
n’est point la meilleure fa 9 on d’adorer TEtre Supreme.’ In 
short, she is a very singular personage, and I am extremely 
pleased that I have seen her. Adieu I 

1327. To THE Eev. William Cole. 

Dear Sir, Arlington Street, Hov, 15, 1770. 

If you have not engaged your interest in Cambridgeshire, 
you will oblige me much by bestowing it on young Mr. Brand, 
the son of my particular acquaintance, and our old school¬ 
fellow. I am very unapt to trouble my head about elections, 
but wish success to this. 

If you see Bannerman, I should be glad you would tell 
him that I am going to print the last volume of my 
Painters, and should like to employ him again for some 
of the heads, if he cares to undertake them: though there 
will be a little trouble, as he does not reside in London. 
I am in a hurry, and am forced to be brief, but am always 
glad to hear of you, and from you. Yours most sincerely. 
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1328. To THR Kev. Wiixiam Cole. 

ArIinKt<*n Nov. 20, 1770, 

I BELTKVE our L^tiorn croR,so<l ouo auothor without knowing 
it. Mine, it s<nuuh, %vaH (luito uiuu'cc'sBary, for I find 
Mr. Brunei han giveui up tho tdtxd.itui. Yourn was very 
kiml and oldiging, m they always aro. Pniy ho so good 
as to thank Mr. Tyson for nn^ a thousand tiinos; I am 
vastly pleased with his work» and liope he will give me 
another of the plates for iny volume of heads (for I shall 
bind up his prosont), and I by no moans relimpush his 
promise of a complete set of his otclungH, and of a visit to 
Strawberry Hill Why should it not be with you and 
Mr. Essex, whom I shall he very glad to seo—but what 
do you talk of a single day? la that all you allow me in 
two years ? 

I rejoice to soo Mr. Bonthands advoriistimimt at last. 
I depend on you, dear Sir, few pnaniring mo his book^ the 
instant it is possible to have it. Bray mak<i my compliments 
to all that good family. 

I am enraged, and almost in despair, at Pearson'^ the 
glass-painter, ho is so idle and dissolute--he has done very 
little of the window, though what he has done is glorious, 
and approaches very nearly to Price, 

My last volume of Painters begins to bo printed this week, 
but, as the plates are not l>egun, I doubt it will be long 
before the whole is ready, I mentioned to you in my last 
Thursday's letter a hint about Bannerman the engraver. 
Adieu I 

Dear Sir, 

Yours most sincerely, 

Horn Walpole. 

LffiTTKB 1828."—^ Tfis ITistory of My 
- James Poarson; d. 1806. 
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1329. To SiE. Hoeaoe Mann. 

Arlington Street, Nov. 26, 1770. 

I THIS minute receive your letter of October 27tli, and do 
not wonder you are impatient to hear what the Spanish 
courier says. He arrived this day sevennight; and, had his 
message been definite, or published, you should have heard 
immediately j but, whatever he brought, it was left to the 
Spanish Ambassador to traffic with, and make the best 
market he could of it. At first, the stocks, who are our 
most knowing politicians, opined that the answer was 
pacific, and they held their heads very high. On Saturday 
last, their hearts sunk into their breeches; all officers were 
ordered to their posts. I am just come from the King’s 
levee, where Lord Howe kissed hands for being appointed 
commander in the Mediterranean. He is no tiifier. The 
army is to be augmented. Still I will hope we shall remain 
in peace, for, whether we beat or are beaten, we always 
contrive to make a shameful treaty. At home, the ministers 
are victorious. Motions were made in both Houses last 
Thursday for the papers relating to Falkland’s Island, which 
were refused in the Lords by 61 to 25 ; in the Commons, by 
225 to 101. Lord Chatham, who is Almanzor himself, and 
kicks and cuffs friend and enemy, abused the ministers, 
opposition, Wilkes, and the City. Lord Temple did not 
appear, nor any of Grenville’s friends, Wilkes has his own 
civil wars in his own party, and by the consequence of 
fractions in small numbers, both he and his rival-mates 
are become ridiculous. This is the present state at home. 
W^e have neither Chancellor nor Keeper yet: Bathurst^ is 
now talked of. 

Letter 1329.—i Hon. Henry Ba- Jan. 23,1771, when he was made a 
thurst, appointed Lord Chancellor on peer as Baron Apsley. 
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I am much ol>ligc<l to you for tho of Le Fovro^s 

medicine; but I am ]>orfectly recovenHl without it, and 
strong in opinion against it. 1 am ptu-Huadoil he is a quack, 
and his nostrum dangerous. By {|ua<*k I mean impostor, 
not in opposition to, hut in common with pliysicians. He 
has been liore and carried olT five thousand pounds, at a 
hundred pounds per patient *. You must kno\v, I do not 
helieTO the gout to he curable. In tin' next place, I am 
sure lie cannot give any proof of its htung a humour, and if 
it is, it is not a single fund of ImmourH, hut probably a mass 
thrown off at periods by tho constiintiom It is doubtful 
whether wind is not the essence of gout; it certainly has 
much to do with it. There must have longer experience 
of this new remedy^s effects before I would try it upon 
myself. I have known many nostrums stop eveiy cranny 
into which the gout is used to crowd itsedf, and tho conse¬ 
quence has always been an explosion. I am m>t desperate, 
nor liko the adage, hill or acre. But my great objection of 
all is, that the medicine hegins with giving the gont. Thank 
it; I have not the disorder above once in two years, and it 
would be bad ecoxiomy to bring on what I may mn^er live to 
have. In short, tho bootikins, water, and hunonado, have 
restored me so completely, that I have not the smallest 
symptom left of lameness or weakness ; and Mr. Chnte, who 
has a much deeper mine of gout in his frame than I have, 
finds his fits exceedingly diminished by the constant use of 
the bootikins, and walks better than he did ton years ago. 

Tuomlay. 

I must send away my letter without being able to tell 
you whether it is war or i>eace. You shall hear again as 
soon as either is determined. Adieu. 


2 His modiomo proved extremely noxious. WaXpoU* 
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1330. To SiE Hoeace Mann. 


Arlington Street, Dec. 18, 1770. 


The Peace is an errant Will-o’-wisp, a Jack-o’-lanthorn, 
that dances before one’s eyes, and one cannot set one’s foot 
upon it. A new vapour has started up before it, which, 
as I am no natural philosopher, I cannot tell whether it 
will bring us nearer to the meteor, or prevent our reaching 
it. The day before yesterday Lord Weymouth resigned 
the Seals, If you ask why ? so does everybody; and I do 
not hear that anybody has received an answer. Lord 
Sandwich succeeds him, but takes the Northern Province, 
not yours, as you. would wrish. However, Lord Eochford 
does, and I flatter myself you are very well with him too. 

Kecent as this event is, it is almost forgotten in a duel 
that happened yesterday between Lord George Germaine ^ 
and a Governor Johnstone^, the latter of which abused 
the former grossly last Friday in the House of Commons. 
Lord George behaved with the utmost coolness and intrepidity. 
Each fired two pistols, and Lord George’s first was shattered 
in his hand by Johnstone’s fire, but neither were hurt. 
However, whatever Lord George Sackville was, Lord George 
Germaine is a hero! 

If we have nothing else to do after the holidays we are 
to amuse ourselves with worrying Lord Mansfield, who 
between irregularities in his court, timidity, and want of 
judgement, has lowered himself to be the object of hatred 
to many, and of contempt to everybody. I do not think 
that he could re-establish himself if he was to fight Governor 
Johnstone. 


Dktter 1330.—^ Lord Q-eorge Sacli- 
ville took the name of Germain on 
succeeding to the estate of Lady 
Elizabeth Germain in 1769. 

2 Commodore George Joknstone 
(1730-1787), fourth son of Sir James 


Johnstone, third Baronet, of Wester- 
hall; M.P.forCockermotith; Gover¬ 
nor of West Florida, 1763-67; Com¬ 
missioner to treat with America, 
1778. 
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Lasi weok ilioro wan a graat tipraar in tlu> Ilauso of 
LortlB^ followocl by a .socoHsioii (if Lord Chatham and a 
dozen of tlui opponition. Tlu'y rotiinuHl iu‘xi day very 
qiui^tly. Pari of iho Hoimo of CciiniiUinH, whoBo members 
the majority had iiirnod oiii, atbnnpt<id to coiuani this riot 
into a cpiarrel boiwoen thci lIouB(iH, but could make nothing 
of ii\ M. do (blimpsthe now Fnuudi AmbaHsador, stares 
and wonders what all thos«i things inmin: some fresh 
hiirly burly arrivcH boforo lu^ has got halfway into a com- 
prohonsion of tho procoding. Ilti is t‘xinamely civil and 
attontiv© to phiaso—I <lo not know wliothor he will have 
timo to Bucceod. 

This is but a mezzanine lettor; sonndliing, if you will 
allow me to pun, beiweem two stories. I don’t know what 
is to bo built up or pul ha! do%vn, for 1 am no architect, 
but only sketch out what I S4k\ Our fabrics, indeed, of 
late years, seem to be erected with cards, easily raised, 
and as easily demolished. As %ve hav<i tmed all our packs 
round and round, wo can hut have some of ih© old ones 
again. Adieu I 


1331. To THE Ekv, William Co'LE. 

Deab Sir, Arlington Streot, Doc. 20, 1770. 

I am very zealous, m you know, for the work, but I 


agree with you in expecting 

® On Doc, 10, when tho Duke of 
Manohostor made a motion calling 
attention to tho defonceloss state of 
the nation. 

* ‘ Tho members of tho Commons 
went down in a fary to their own 
House... . George Onslow .., made 
complaint of the injurious manner 
in which they had been thrust out by 
force, and moved for a Oommitteo to 
inspect the journals of tho Lords on 
that occasion. . . , Lord Horth, to 


very little success from the 

humour the Oommoni, joined in the 
blame, but dissuaded the motion. It 
was laitthid, however, for two hours; 
and some JLordu who had come 
thither were turned out: but tho 
motion was nyeoted by the, influence 
of the courtiem.’ {Mmrwin (\f George 
XXI, ©d, IBM, voL iv. p. 146.) 

^ Adrien Louis de Bomudr©s(1785"- 
3B06), Oomte, afterwardi Due, do 
Guinei, 
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plan Actiyity is the best implement in such undertakings, 
and that seems to be wanting; and, without that, it were 
vain to think of who would be at the expense. I do not 
know whether it were not best that Mr. Essex should publish 
his remarks as simply as he can. For my own part, I can 
do no more than I have done, sketch out the plan. I grow 
too old, and am grown too indolent, to engage in any more 
works, nor have I time. I wish to finish some things 
I have by me, and to have done. The last volume of my 
Anecdotes, of which I was tired, is completed, and with 
them I shall take my leave of publications. The last years 
of one’s life are fit for nothing but idleness and quiet, and 
I am as indifferent to fame as to politics. 

I can be of as little use to Mr. G-ranger in recommending 
him to the Antiquarian Society. I dropped my attendance 
there four or five years ago, from being sick of their igno¬ 
rance and stupidity, and have not been three times amongst 
them since. They have chosen to expose their dullness to 
the world, and crowned it with Dean Milles’s® nonsense. 
I have written a little answer to the last, which you shall 
see, and there wash my hands of them. 

To say the truth, I have no very sanguine expectation 
about the Ely window. The glass-painter, though admir¬ 
able, proves a very idle worthless fellow, and has yet 
scarce done anything of consequence. I gave Dr. Nichols 
notice of his character, but found him apprised of it; the 
Doctor, however, does not despair, but pursues him warmly. 


I wish it may succeed I 

If you go over to Cambridge, be so good as to ask Mr. 
Gray when he proposes being in town: he talked of last 


Lettbe For a History of 

Gothic AroMtecture. 

2 Jeremiah MiUes (1714--1784), 
Dean of Exeter, President of the 
Society of Antiquaries. He published 
in 1770 Observations on the Wardrobe 


Account for 1483, the Coronation of 
Bichard III, answered by Horace 
Walpole in A Beply to the Observa¬ 
tions of Dean Milles on the Wardrobe 
Account. 
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month. I must heg you, too, to thank Mr. Tyson for his 
last letter. I can say no more to the plan than I have said. 
If he and Mr. Essex should like to come to town, I shall be 
very willing to talk it over with them, but I can by no 
means think of engaging in any part of the composition. 

These holidays I hope to have time to range my drawings, 
and give Bannerman some employment towards my book- 
hut I am in no hurry to have it appear, as it speaks of 
times so recent; for though I have been veiy tender of not 
hurting any living relations of the artisis, the latter were 
in general so indifforont, that I doubt their families will not 
be very well content with the coldness of the praises I have 
been able to bestow. This I'oason, with my unwillingness 
to finish the work, and the long interval between the com¬ 
position of this and the other volumes, have, I doxibt, made 
the greatest part a very indifferent performance. An author, 
like other mechanics, never does well when he is tired of 
his profession. 

I have been told that, besides Mr. Tyson, there are two 
other gentlemen engravers at Cambridge. I think their 
names are Sharp or Show, and Cobbe, but I am not at all 
sure of either. I should be glad, however, if I could procure 
any of their portraits—and I do not forget that I am already 
in your debt. Boydell ® is going to recommence a suite of 
Illustrious Heads, and I am to give him a list of indubitable 
portraits of remarkable persons that have never been en¬ 
graved ; but I have protested against his receiving two sorts; 
the one, any old head of a family, when the person was 
moderately considerable; the other, spurious or doubtful 
heads; both sorts apt to be sent in by families who wish 
to crowd their own names into the work; as was the case 
more than once in Houbraken’s set, and of which honest 

® John BoydeU (1719-1804), print publislier; elootod Aldojrman in 1782; 
liOrd Mayor, 1790. 
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Vertue often complained to me. The Duke of Buckingham, 
Carr, Earl of Somerset, and Thurloe^ in that list, are 
absolutely not genuine—the first is John Digbv, Earl of 
Bristol 

I am, dear Sir, 

Yours most sincerely, 

Hor. Walpole. 

1332. To THE Hon. Henry Seymour Conway. 

Arlington Street, Christmas Bay. 

Ip poplar pines ^ ever grow, it must be in such a soaking 
season as this. I wish you would send half a dozen by 
some Henley barge to meet me next Saturday at Strawberry 
Hill, that they may be as tall as the Monument by next 
summer. My cascades give themselves the airs of cataracts, 
and Mrs. Clive looks like the sun rising out of the ocean. 
Poor Mr, Eaftor is tired to death of their solitude; and, as his 
passion is walking, he talks with rapture of the brave rows 
of lamps all along the street, just as I used formerly to 
think no trees beautiful without lamps to them, like those 
at VauxhalL 

As I came to town but to dinner, and have not seen 
a soul, I do not know whether there is any news. I am 
just going to the Princess where I shall hear all there is. 
I went to King Arthur^ on Saturday, and was tired to death, 
both of the nonsense of the piece and the execrable per¬ 
formance, the singers being still worse than the actors. The 
scenes are little better (though Garrick boasts of rivalling 

^ John Thurloe (1616-1668), Secre- from Turin by the Earl of Eochford, 
tary of State; his portrait was en- and planted by GS-eneral Conway, 
graved by Vertne. ^ The late Princess Amelia. Wah 

Letter 1382 .—^ According to Miss pole. 

Berry the first poplar pine (or Lorn- ^ An opera by Biyden, altered by 
hardy poplar) raised in England was Garrick, 
at Park Place, from a cutting brought 



430 To the lion. Henry Seymour Conway [1770 

the French Opera), except a pretty bridge, and a Gothic 
church with windows of painted glass. This scene, which 
should be a barbarous temple of Woden, is a perfect 
cathedral, and the devil officiates at a kind of high mass! 
I never saw greater absurdities. Adieu ! 

1333. To THE Hon. Henry Seymour Conway. 

Arlington Stroot, Doc. iie, 1770. 

The trees ' came safe : I thank you for them: they are 
gone to Strawberry, and I am going to plant them. This 
paragraph would not call for a letter, but I have nows for 
you of importance enough to dignify a dispatch. The Due 
de Choiseul is fallen! The express from Lord Harcourt'^ 
arrived yesterday morning; the event happened last Monday 
night, and the courior set out so immediately, that not 
many particulars are yet known. The Duke was allowed 
but three hours to prepare himself, and ordered to retire 
to his seat at Chanteloup: but some letters say, ‘ il ira plus 
loin.* The Due de Praslin is banished, too, and Ch^telet 
is forbidden to visit Choiseul. Chatelot was to have had 
the Marine; and I am sure is no loss to us. The Chovalier 
de Muy is made Secretary of State pour la guerre ; and it 
is concluded that the Duo d'Aiguillon is Prime Minister, hut 
was. not named so in the first hurry. There ! there is a 
revolution! there is a new scene opened I Will it advance 
the war? Will it make peace? These are the questions 
all mankind is asking. This whale has swallowed up all 
gudgeon-questions. Lord Harcourt writes, that the d'Aiguib 
lonists had officiously taken opportunities of assuring him, 
that if they prevailed it would be peace ; but in this country 
we know that opponents turned ministers can change their 

Letter 1888.The Ijombardy Then Embassador at Paris. Wal- 

poplars. Walpole. poU. 
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language. It is added, that the morning of Choiseul’s 
banishment, the King said to him, ^Monsieur, je vous ai 
dit que je ne voulois point la guerre.’ Yet how does this 
agree with Frances’s* eager protestations that Choiseul’s 
fate depended on preserving the peace ? How does it agree 
with the Comptroller-Generars offer of finding funds for 
the war, and of Choiseul’s proving he could not?—But 
how reconcile half the politics one hears ? De Guisnes and 
Frances sent their excuses to the Duchess of Argyle last 
night; and I suppose the Spaniards, too; for none of them 
were there.—ell! I shall let all this bustle cool for two 
days; for what Englishman does not sacrifice anything to 
go his Saturday out of town ? And yet I am very much 
interested in this event; I feel much for Madame de Choiseul, 
though nothing for her Corsican husband; but I am in the 
utmost anxiety for my dear old friend who passed every 
evening with the Duchess, and was thence in great credit; 
and what is worse, though nobody, I think, can be savage 
enough to take away her pension, she may find great 
difiSiculty to get it paid—and then her poor heart is so good 
and warm, that this blow on her friends, at her great age, 
may kill her. I have had no letter, nor had last post— 
whether it was stopped, or whether she apprehended the 
event, as I imagine—for everybody observed, on Tuesday 
night, at your brother’s, that Frances could not open his 
mouth. In short, I am most seriously alarmed about her. 

You have seen in the papers the designed arrangements 
in the law. They now say there is some hitch; but I suppose 
it turns on some demands, and so will be got over by their 
being granted. 

Mr. Mason, the bard, gave me yesterday the enclosed 
memorial, and begged I would recommend it to you. It is 

8 Then the Oharg6 des Affaires from * Madame la Margnise du Deffand. 

the French court in London. Wcdpdle, Walpole. 
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in favour of a very ingi'niimn paintor. A4i«Hi! tho sun 
shinoH brightly; but it i» one o’clock, and it will bo sot 
before I got to Twickonliani. Yours t'vor, 

Holt. WAU'onK. 

1334. To Sat Hokack Mann. 

Strawberry Hill, Sutunlaj cn'etunij:, Dt'r. 211, 1770. 

Wk are alanned, or very glad, we deifi knew which. 
The Duke do Choiacail is falion I but we cannot toll yet 
whether tho mood of his Huc<*esst>rs %vill bi^ peaceable or 
martiah Tho news arrive<l yesteuxlay morning, and the 
event happened but last Monday evi^ning. He was allowed 
but three hours to prepare for his journey, and ordered to 
retire to his seat at Chanteloiip; but there am hdiers that 
say, hpdil ira plus loind The Duke do Praslin is banished 
too—a disagreeable man; hut his fate is a little hard, for 
he was just going to resign the Marine to ChMelet, who, by 
the way, is forbidden to visit (Jhoiseul. I shall shod no 
tears for ChMele^ the most peevish and itisolont of men, 
our bitter enemy, and whom M. do Clioiscnil may tliank in 
some measure for his fall; for I l)oliiwe while Olultcdet was 
here, he drew the Spaniards into the attack of Falkland's 
Island. Choiseurs own conduct seems to have been not 
a little equivocal. His friends maintained that his existence 
as a minister depended on his preventing a war, and ho 
certainly confuted the Comptroller-Qenerars plan of raising 
supplies for it. Yet, it is now said, that on the very 
morning of the Duke's disgrace, tho King reproached him, 
and said, ^Monsieur, je vous avois dit, tpio jo ne voulois pas 
la guerre'; and the Duke d'Aiguillon's friends have officiously 
whispered, that if Choiseul was out it would certainly ho 
peace; but did not Lord Chathaxn, immediately before ho 
was minister, protest not half a man should bo sent to 
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Germany, and yet, were not all our men and all our money 
sent thither ? The Chevalier de Muy is made Secretary at 
War, and it is supposed Monsieur d’Aiguillon is, or will he 
the minister. ’ 

Thus Abishag^ has strangled an administration that had 
lasted fourteen years. I am sincerely giieved for the 
Duchess de Choiseul, the most perfect being I know of 
either sex. I cannot possibly feel for her husband: Corsica 
is engraved in my memory, as I believe it is on your heart. 
His cruelties there, I should think, would not cheer his 
solitude or prison. In the meantime, desolation and con¬ 
fusion reign all over France. They are almost bankrupts, 
and quite famished. The Parliament of Paris has quitted 
its functions, and the other tribunals threaten to follow the 
example. Some people say that Maupeou, the Chancellor, 
told the King that they were supported underhand by 
Choiseul, and must submit if he was removed. The sug¬ 
gestion is specious at least, as the object of their antipathy 
is the Duke d’Aiguillon. If the latter should think a war 
a good diversion to their enterprises, I should not be 
surprised if they went on, especially if a bankruptcy follows 
famine. The new minister and the Chancellor are in 
general execration. On the latter’s lately obtaining the 
Cordon Bleu, this epigram appeared:— 

Ce tyran de la France, gui cTierche d mettre tout en feu, 

Mcrite un cordon, maisjepense gue ce n’est pas 2e cordon lieu. 

We shall see how Spain likes the fall of the author of the 
Family Compact. There is an Empress^ will not be pleased 
with it, but it is not the Eussian Empress; and much less 
the Turks, who are as little obliged to that bold man’s 
intrigues as the poor Corsicans. How can one regret such 
a general boute-feu ? 

Letter 1334.—^ Madame du Barri. Walpole, 

2 The Empress Maria Theresa. 

F f 
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Perhaps our situation is not very stahlo neither. The 
world, who are ignorant of Lord Wt^ymoiitlds motives, 
suspect a secret intelligence with Lord Chatham. Oh, let 
us have peace abroad Ixsfore we (quarrel any more at homo! 

Judge Bathurst is to bo Lord Keeper, with many other 
arrangements in the law; but as you ntdthor know the 
persons, nor I care about them, I shall not fill my paper 
with the catalogue, but rosorvo the rest of my letter for 
Tuesday, when I shall bo in town. No Englishman, you 
know, will sacrifico his Saturday and Sunday. I have so 
little to do with all those matters, that I came hither this 
morning, and left this new chaos to arrange itself as it 
pleases. It certainly is an era, and may he an extensive 
one; not very honourable to old King Capet whatever it 
may be to the intrigues of his now minish^rs. The Jesuits 
will not be without hopes. They have a friend ^ that made 
mischief ante Ilelenam, 

Jiin. 1, 1771. 

I hope the new year will end as quietly as it begins, for 
I have not a syllable to tell you. No lettox's are come from 
France since Friday morxiing, and this is Tuesday noon. 
As we had full time to reason—in the dark—the general 
persuasion is, that the French Eevolution will produce 
peace — I mean in Europe —not amongst themselves. 
Probably I have been sending you little but what you will 
have heard long before you receive my letter; but no 
matter; if we did not chat about our neighbour Kings, 
I don’t know how we should keep up our correspondence, 
for we are better acquainted with King Louis, King Carlos, 
and Empresses Catharine and Teresa, than you with the 
English that I live amongst, or I with your Florentines. 
Adieu! 

s Louia XV. Walp<^. vernor of th© lafco Bauphia, and a 

* The Dao de la Vaugnyon, go- protoofcor of tho Josmta. 
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1335. To THE Eev. William Cole. 

Arlington Street, Jan. 10, 1771, 

As I am acquainted with Mr. Paul Sandby^ the brother 
of the architect, I asked him if there was a design, as I had 
heard, of making a print or prints of King’s College Chapel, 
by the King’s order ? He answered directly, by no means. 
His brother made a general sketch of the Chapel for the use 
of the Lectures he reads on Architecture at the Eoyai 
Academy. Thus, dear Sir, Mr. Essex may be perfectly easy 
that there is no intention of interfering with his work. 
I then mentioned to Mr. Sandby Mr. Essex’s plan, which 
he much approved, but said the plates would cost a great 
sum. The King, he thought, would be inclined to patronize 
the work; but I own I do not know how to get it laid 
before him. His own artists would probably discourage 
any scheme that might entrench on their own advantages. 
Mr, Thomas Sandby, the architect, is the only one of them 
I am acquainted with, and Mr, Essex must think whether 
he would like to let him into any participation of the work. 
If I can get any other person to mention it to his Majesty, 
I will; but you know me, and that I have always kept 
clear of connections with courts and ministers, and have 
no interest with either; and perhaps my recommendation 
might do as much hurt as good, especially as the artists in 
favour might be jealous of one who understands a little of 
their professions, and is apt to say what he thinks. In 
truth, there is another danger, which is that they might 
not assist Mr. Essex without views of profiting of his 
labours. I am slightly acquainted with Mr. Chambers, the 

Letter 1885.Paul Sandby Sandby (1721-1798), Professor of Ar- 
(1726-1809), water-colour painter and cliitecture to the Eoyai Academy, 
engrayer. Hip brother was Thomas 
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urchitoct, m\il havi^ a i^oocl opinitui of him ; if B^fr, Eksox 
approvoB my comimmieiiiin.i: Iu'h plan to him (>r Mr. Han<l!)y, 
I Hlumhl think it mon^ likoly to Htircoini hy thoir inior- 
voniion, than })y any Im’d of tho eotirt, for, at lunt, tho 
King wonld corialnl}" tiiko tho i^pinion of hin artists. When 
you have talked this over wiili Mr, Rshox, lot nn* know tho 
result. Till lu^ has determiiuHl, there can he no uhc^ in 
Mr. Essex coming to town. 1 am much oldiged to yon, as 
I am eontiimally, for tho tronhhf yon havt^ taken to proc.uro 
ino Mr. Ordifs, Mr. TophamX and Mr, SluirpoH prints®, and 
shall ho very thankful for thorn. Ah to Koman antiquities, 
1 do not collect prints of them, having engagetl in too many 
other branches already. 

Mr. Gray will bring down some of my drawings to 
Bannorman, and when you go over to Cambridge, I will 
beg you now and then to supervisee him. For Mr. Beiitham's 
book, I rather despair of it; and sliouhl it oyot appear, ho 
will have made people expect it too long, which will bo of 
no service to it, though I do not doubt of its merit. 
Mr. Gray will show y<ai my answer to Dr. Millos. 

I am, dear Bir, 

Your ever ohligod 

Humble servant, 

IIoiL WaWH)LK, 

3 Porlmps poTtraitB of Craven OrU Cluristi) Collt'i-o, CantSridgo, with all 
(1766-1882), John Topham (1746- of whom Colo wiw likely to ho ac- 
1808), antiquaries, and tho Etw. qtnunUui 
John Sharpo of Bene’t (or Cor|)us 
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